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Shakspeare  pleases  by  his  animated  and  masterly  representa- 
tions of  character,  by  the  liveliness  of  his  descriptions,  the  force 
of  his  sentiments,  and  his  possessing,  beyond  all  writers,  the 
natural  language  of  passion : — beauties,  which  true  criticism  no 
less  teaches  us  to  place  in  the  highest  rank,  than  nature  teaches 

us  to  feel. 

Da.  Blair. 

Shakspeare  was  the  first  who  painted  moral  affliction  in  the 
highest  degree :  the  bitterness  of  those  sufferings,  of  which  he 
gives  us  the  idea,  might  pass  for  the  phantoms  of  imagination, 
if  Nature  did  not  recognize  her  own  picture  in  them. 

Madame  dk  Stael  Holstein. 
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J-HAK. 

XIV. 


HISTORICAL    NOT1CK 


The  French  novelist  Belletbreslenlracfed  from  Savn 
Grammaticus.  the  Danish  historian,  the  history  of 
Amlt'ili,  and  iiisi-rli-d  it  in  Hie  collection  of  novel* 
published  by  bim  in  the  lailer  part  of  the  sixteenth 
century  J  whence  it  was  translated  into  English  undei 
tlie  title  of  Tlie  Historie  of  Hambiett,'  a  small  quarto 
volume  printed  in  black  letter,  which  formed  the  sub- 
ject of  a  play  previous  to  15S!)  :  and  on  lliese  materials 
our  author  is  supposed  to  have  constructed  this  noble 
Irngcdy,  ?tc  cnmpnsitiun  of  which  is  as'ijrned  by  Ma- 
lone  lo  the  date  of  1600,  while  Mr.  Chnlmcrs  and  Dr. 
Drake  contend  that  it  was  written  as  early  as  1687,  on 
the  authority  of  Dr.  Percy's  copy  of  Speght's  edition 
of  Chaucer,  which  once  belonged  to  Gabriel  Harvey, 
nliu  bail  writteto  his  name  at  bolh  the  commencement 
and  conclusion,  with  several  notes  between;  among 
which  was  the  following: — 'The  younger  sort  take 
much  delight  in  Shakspenre's  Venus  and  Adonis  ;  but 
his  Lucrece,  and  his  tragedy  of  Hamlet,  Prince  of 
Di-nmarke,  have  it  in  them  to  please  the  wiser  sort. 
1598.'  The  original  composition  of  this  play  may 
therefore  be  placed  in  1697;  and  its  revision,  with 
addilWis,  in  1600.  The  earliest  entry  of  it  at  Sta- 
tioners' Hall   is  July  Wlfc,   1602;  and  a  copy  of  the 


I 

I 

I 


[  —  JisxaMzrAi.  yuxiu. 


-ate.    intfctL  1603.  and  supposed 

"nniw    mm  i  *tmrmns  orizinai.  was  first 

:*   :ir    «pmmisc  m    :rfi.     Another  edition 

jowrw    i    *4».    irwtT    mprrated.   nnd  enlarged  to 

-udmk     *  BBa  ucnn  u  :t   ras ; '    ;be  variations  in 

wtanr    rr  w&  rnuserous  .ind  -rtrikin^:. 

'*♦•    -arawrer-n    or  :urthor's  ji ays  has  occasioned  so 

so  :nica  contradictory  opinion,  and. 
^.  ■=«  -mica  ^erpiexitT  as  that  of  Hamlet, 
Jt  -rnose  conduct  hare  perhaps  re- 
te  mut  saaaactarr  motion  from  the  immortal 
tnts      ;t  ■»  ciear  ro  me.*  abser«ca  this  ^reat  writer, 
141  ^ia«sv«are  *    atewtton  was  to  esiiihiie  lfce  effects 
■    i  ^rr^t   ictiutt    asnoseH   v  i  iucc  ja  a  saind  too 
9»«ie   Jr  ■*  .icetsawisasBent.     fii  Tkis  srase  I  ind  the 
«***«.'**■    t»ns«*e»t    fcrmtjpuiift.     Here  is  an  oak  tree 
*»***?«    *    v.  .-me*  ntse*   jromer  <M£y-  Vp  receive  the 
;«*icitte  lowers:  *tit*  routs  *tsr9*:e  c*f.  and  tSie 
nt;^  *  vtertnw    1  :*tre^  mole,  fthpily  moral  dis- 
<«ttthittt  **c  »ttm»ac  iast  jwi  j^»  vir^nC  which  const  i- 
*««*.:  >tt>    tr<*,  <*m*s.  jw^  k  *<*•*.  w^k-H  it  can  neither 
««i»f*»i+,     «vr  -vt*ri**    ^   tuuLuduti  ALRr^efher.     All  his 
«***»**•'*"**'   ***  «mr**K:  ^r  trat   tot  ?h«  aloce  is  above 
«*.  <«)*»v«^     Ur  attn******"*^  u*  r^orred  at  his  hands  ; 
:v«  <••   i»t|M««*iMtU^  w    is**K  Imt  rhat  which  is  so  to 
u«t*    .*ln*ri  ir  h/w  wttr**.  ^itihjw  htfsitates,  advances, 
^   >*..*«*#*:    tim    fe*   *  cwa«itm*dly  reminded  and  re- 
*,•**»**    t«»s«t»t  <*    M*  *r«**  coomission,  which  he, 
Hft«.«**«*«t    w  ^«Mt  4eee»alvM6t  intirely  to  lose 
>^^*v  .»>.  mm  «**>  w^Ubiut  ever  recovering  his  forme* 

t**  *«(<**  «tf  *■**  tt«afea>  is  %t  the  castle  and  court 


1  Elsiuore,  aad   the 


i   apparent!; 


nipiei  Mm 


f.lb.llous,    I 

at  art  uncertain  period  of  antiquity  ;  bill  perhaps  ,1 
may  be  safely  referred  to  the  end  of  llie  tenth  ur  rfic 
beginning  of  the  eleventh  century,  during  Ilie  iuvu- 
eions  of  Engliind  by  llie  Dane*,. 

'  If  tue  dramas  of  Shakspeare."  says  Dr.  Johnson, 
'  were  to  be  characterised  each  by  the  particular  ex- 
cellence which  distinguishes  it  from  the  rest.  we  must 
allow  to  the  tragedy  of  Hamlet  the  praise  of  variety. 
The  incidents  arc  so  numerous,  thai  the  argument  of 
tiie  play  would  make  a  long  tale.  The  scenes  are 
interchangeably  diversified  with  merriment  and  solem- 
nity ;  with  merriment  thai  includes  judicious  and 
instructive,  observations;  and  solemnity  nut  strained 
by  poetical  violence  above  the  natural  sentiments  of 
tnati.  New  cliaraclers  appear  from  time  to  lime  in 
i-tmtinual  suecessinn,  exhibiting  various  lurms  uf  life 
and  particular  mode*  of  conversation.  The  pretended 
madness  of  Hamlet  causes  much  mirth,  the  mournful 
distraction  of  Ophelia  Gils  the  benrl  with  tenderness, 
nnd  every  personage  produces  the  effect  intended, 
from  the  apparition  that  in  the.  first  act  chills  llie  Wood 
with  honor,  to  the  fop  in  the  last,  that  exposes 
•HectHtioii  lo  just  contempt. 

*  The  cornlui'l  is  perhaps  not  wholly  secure  against 
objection*.  The  action  is  indeed  for  the  most  part 
in  continual  progression,  but  there  are  some  scene* 
which    neither   forward    nor   retard   it.      Of  the  feigned 


madness  of  Hamlet   ther 


lor    he   does   I 


,t],i, 


appe: 


Ich 


night  i 


I,., 


doc? 


with    llie    reputation    of   sanity.      He    plays    the    I 


6  HISTORICAL   NOTICE. 

man  most,  when  he  treats  Ophelia  with  so  much 
rudeness,  which  seems  to  be  useless  and  wanton 
cruelty. 

•  Hamlet  is,  through  the  whole  piece,  rather  an 
instrument  than  an  agent.  After  he  has,  by  the 
stratagem  of  the  play,  convicted  the  king,  he  makes 
no  attempt  to  punish  him ;  and  his  death  is  at  last 
effected  by  an  incident  which  Hamlet  had  no  part  in 
producing. 

•  The  catastrophe  is  not  very  happily  produced ; 
the  exchange  of  weapons  is  rather  an  expedient  of 
necessity  than  a  stroke  of  art.  A  scheme  might  easily 
be  formed  to  kill  Hamlet  with  the  dagger,  and  Laertes 
with  the  bowl. 

•  The  poet  is  accused  of  having  shown  little  regard 
to  poetical  justice,  and  may  be  charged  with  equal 
neglect  of  poetical  probability.  The  apparition  left 
the  regions  of  the  dead  to  little  purpose ;  the  revenge 
which  he  demands  is  not  obtained,  bat  by  the  death 
of  him  that  was  required  to  take  it ;  and  the  gratifi- 
cation which  would  arise  from  the  destruction  of  a 
usurper  and  a  murderer,  it  abated  by  the  untimely 
oVnth  of  Ophelia,  the  young,  the  beautiful,  the  harm- 
l«*»s  and  the  ptai*,1 


ARGUMENT. 

,  and  (he 

he  sadden  death  of  1  latulct  king  of  Denmark 

hilTri, 

his  brother   ui 

fill  iiis  mitid  of  toe  young  pni 

,ee   Hi.ni 

grief  and  i 

ihame.  which  iaspeeilih  eicban 

;ed  into 

.,  .J,.-, 

of  revenue 

at  the   sppeiitutice   of  bis  lathe 

.,  Willi 

i  astonished  youth  that  hi*  e  ml  1 

•Acta 

mion  of  poison,  ■dmiuiste-red  10 

Lim  in  1 

rfidinui  brother.     Doubtful  of  1 

in  ardor  to 

(he  kin. 

tnesi  the  performance  of  ■   pli 

striking  si 

1  by    the 

C1«B 

Struck   by 

the   reproaches   of  ■  wounded 

arch   betrays  tlie   emotions  of  his   mine 

to    il 

1'  Hamlet,  who  is  prerented  from 

enge   by    (he   dentli   of  Pnloniu 

s.   tie   f 

Ophelia,  * 

ho  is  commissioned   by  the  kinB 

to  lie  in 

nbMl 

during  an  interview  between  the  prince  and  his  mother: 
Hamlet,  henrini:  a  noise,  nnrt  conjecturing  thai  it  proceeds 
from  his  concealed  uncle,  stabs  the  old  men  to  the  henrl  ;  — 
s  mistake,  which  deprives  Ophelia,  of  reason,  snd  cnuses 
her  self-destruction;  while  (lie  unfortuniite  prince  is 
finished  to  England  by  the  king,  who  sends  thither  secret 
orders  for  lis  death  on  his  urlnl.  The  accomplishment 
his  cruel  mandate  is  prevented  by  his  captiiity  by  pt- 
is,  who  land  liim  on  the  Danish  const.  In  the  mean 
e.  Laertes,  the  son  of  Polonius,  in  liis  umiaty  lo  revenge 
the  deaths  of  bis  father  and  sister,  tarnishes  the  natural 
generosity  of  his  character  by  listening  to  the  insidious 
suggestionsof  the  king,  who  accomplishes  tha  destruction 
ot  his  nephew  by  means  of  n  poisoned  weapon,  with  which 
be  is  w.-.undr.|  in  a  trial  of  skill  in  Fencing  with  Laertes,  to 
which  the  unsuspecting  youth  is  invited  ;  and  in  which  his 
antagonist  also  becomes  the  victim  of  his  own  fraud. 
Finding  biB  end  fast  approaching,  Hamlet  inflicts  nu  his 
uncle  (he  just  punishment  of  his  atrocities-,  mid  soon  after 
eipirp*.  after  witnessing  the  untimely  death   of  his   mother 
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gftilots.  Messengers*  ami  other  Attendants. 


HAMLET, 

PRINCE    OF   DENMARK 


A  CT    I. 

8CENE    I. 

Elsinore.     A  platform  before  the  castle. 
francisco  on  his  post.     Enter  to  him  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who  's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me :  stand,  and  unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber.  Long  live  the  king ! 

Fran.  Bernardo  ? 

Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  now  struck  twelve;  get  thee  to  bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran.    For  this  relief,  much  thanks:    'tis  bitter 
cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 


10  BAMLBT,  ACT   I. 

The  rivals !  of  rav  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  houatio  and  marcsllus. 
Fran.  I  think,  I  hear  them. — Stand,  ho !  Who  is 

//o.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar*  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  mgnt. 

Afar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  relieved  you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  [Exit  Francisc*. 

Mmr.  Holla!  Bernardo! 

Ar„  Say. 

What,  is  Horatio  there  ? 

H#«  A  piece  of  him. 

Hen    Welcome,  Horatio;    welcome,  good  Mv* 
cellus. 

H*.    What;   has  this  thing  appeared   again  Id* 
night? 

Bar*  I  tore  seen  nothing. 

Jllian  Hotntio  says,  'tis  but  ov  ftuattsy. 
Avid  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  hua/ 
Towdhtng  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seem  of  «»: 
Ttaratart  I  hav*  entreated  him  along, 
Wkh  n$  to  watoh  the  minntes  of  ua$  nigta  ; 
TWal,  ff  ngai*  this  :arfpftr?rira  cook. 


'   f**!*r«n.r*». 


He  may  approve  our  eyes,1  and  speak  to  it. 

Ho. 

Tush  I   tush  !   'twill  not  appear. 

lirr. 

Sit  down  awhile ; 

And  lei 

us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 

That  u 

e  so  fortified  against  our  story, 

What  i 

ie  two  nights  have  seen. 

Ho. 

Well,  lit  we  down. 

And  lei 

us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber. 

Last  night  of  all, 

When 

yon  same   star,   that  'a   westward   from    the 

pole, 

Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 

Where 

now  it  burns,  Marcel]  us,  and  mvself, 

The  bell  then  beating  one. 

Mar. 

Peace;     break    thee    off;     look,    where   it 

comes  again ! 

Enter  ghost. 

Ber. 

Id  the  same  figure,  like  the   king   that's 

dead. 

Mar. 

Thou  art  a  scholar;   speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber. 

Looks  it  not  like  the  king  ?  mark  it,  Horatio. 

Ho. 

Must   like : — it  harrows   me   with  fear  and 

wonder. 

Ber. 

It  would  be  spoke  to. 

Mar. 

Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ho. 

What  art  thou,   that  uaurp'st  this   time  of 

.»sh.. 

■  Hare  proof  ibut  » e  were  Da  way  mistaken. 

12  HAMLET,  ACT  I. 

Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  ?  by  heaven,  I  charge  thee, 
speak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See,  it  stalks  away. 

Ho.  Stay ;  speak ;  speak,  I  charge  thee ;  speak. 

[Exit  Ghost. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio?  you  tremble  and  look 
pale : 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  ? 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Ho.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king  ? 

Ho.  As  thou  art  to  thyself : 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated : 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  sraote  the  sledded  Polacks 1  on  the  ice. 
"lis  strange. 

Mar.  Thus,  twice  before,  and  jump  8  at  this  deac 
hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Ho.    In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  1  know 
not; 


Sledged  Polandera.  *  Jim. 


i  the  gross  and  scope  of  mine  opinion, 
['his  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 
Afar.   Good  now.  sit  down,  and  tell   me,  he   that 

Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land  ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  fur  implements  of  war ; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-laborer  with  the  day  : 
Who  is  't,  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Ho.  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.      Our  last  king. 
Whose  image  even  but  now  nppear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prlck'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dared  to  the  combat;   in  which,  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem "d  him) 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras;   who,  by  a  seal'd  compact. 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  alt  those  his  lands. 
Which  he  stood  seised  of,  to  the  conqueror; 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king,  which  liad  return 'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher;   as,  by  the  kitic  curcart,' 
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Ami  carriage  of  the  article  desigtt'd,1 

His  fell  to  Hamlet.      Now,  sir,  young  Fortinbran, 

Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full. 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 

Shark'd  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes, 

For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 

That  hath  a  stomach  '  in 't ;  which  is  no  other 

(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state) 

But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand 

And  terms  com  pulsatory,  those  foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  loat :  and  this,  I  take  it, 

la  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations  ; 

The  source  of  this  our  watch;  and  the  chief  heaif 

Of  this  post-haste  and  roniage '  in  the  land, 

Ber.   I  think  it  be  no  other,  hut  even  so  : 
Well  may  it  sort,*  that  this  jiorteutous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was,  and  is  the  question  5  of  these  wars. 

Ho,   A  mote  it  is,  lo  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  f'  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell. 
The  graves  stood  tenantless,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets,' 

As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood, 


i  «  hose  influence  Nepti 


r 


Wa»  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse. 
And  eren  the  like  nroeurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  the  omen*  coming  on, — 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
climatures  and  countrymen. — 


t,  toft;  behold!  lo,  where  it  comes  again  ! 
11  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Stay,  illusion ! 
If  thou  hast  any  sound  or  use  of  voice, 
Speak  to  me: 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  he  done. 
That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me. 
Sneak  to  me  : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate. 
Which,  happily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O,  speak  1 

Or.  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 
For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

I  peak  of  it : — stay,  and  speak. — Stop  it,  Marcellus 
Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan  ?  * 
Ho.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 
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B«r.  "Us  here ! 

Ho.  Tw  here  t 

Mar.  Tis  gone !  [Exit  Ghost 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak  when  the  cock  crew 

Ho.  And  then  it  started,  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
The  extravagant  and  erring  J  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine ;  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Afar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated, 
This  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long ; 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike, 
No  fairy  takes,*  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm, 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Ho.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill : 


I  Wandering.  *  Strikes  with  diseases. 


Break  we  our  watch  up  ;  and,  by  my  advice.. 
Let  us  impart  what  wo  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet;  for,  upon  my  life, 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him. 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it, 

I  As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 
Mar.     Let 's  do 't,   I   pray ;    and    1    this  m 
i 


e  shall  find  him  moat  convenient. 


i  of  slate  in  Me* 


dear  brother'* 


King.  Though   yet  of  Hamlet, 
death, 

lie  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  king- 

To  oe  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe  i — 
Vet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature, 
Thit  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  no^  our  queen, 
The  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  jny, — 
With  one  aus]  icioui  and  one  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral  and  with  dirge  in  marriftse, 
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In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole,1 — 

Taken  to  wife  :   nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 

Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 

With  this  affair  along.— For  all.  our  thanks. 

Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras, — 

Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth ; 

Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death, 

Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame  ; 

Cotleagued  with  thia  dream  of  his  advantage, 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message, 

Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 

Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  •  of  law. 

To  our  most  valiant  brother: — so  much  for  him 

Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 

Thus  much  the  business  is :   we  hove  here  writ 

To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 

Who,  impotent  and  bedrid,  scarcely  hears 

Of  this  hi?  nephew's  purpose, — to  suppress 

His  farther  gait 3  herein  ;  in  that  the  levies, 

The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  subject :   and  we  here  despatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway 

Giving  to  you  no  farther  personal  power 

To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  dilated 'articles  allow. 

Farewell ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duly. 
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Cor.  Vol.   In  that  and  all  tilings  will  we  show  our 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing;  heartily  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Corneltui 


Andn 


,  Laertes,  whal 


i  told  u 


ith  Toi 
;  what  is't,  Laertes  ? 
•on  lo  the  Dane, 
What    wuuldst    thou   bee 


You  cannot  speak  o 
And    lose    your   to: 

Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  Dot  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  My  dread  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favor  to  return  to  France ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation  ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  again  toward  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  parduii. 
King.   Have  you  your  father's  leave  ?      What  says 


Poloi 


s? 


Po.   He   hath    my  lord,  wrung  from   me   my  sloi 

By  laborsome  petition  ;   and,  at  last, 
Upon  his  will  I  seal'd  my  hard  consent. 
I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.    Take    thy    fair   hour,    Laertes ;     time    b 
thine, 
,nd  thy  best  graces  ;   spend  it  at  thy  will. — ' 


But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, 

Ham.   A  little  more  than  kin.  and  less  than  kind. 

Hint).    Flow  is  it  that  the  cloud*  still  hang  on 


Ham.  Not 


i   my   Inrd ;   I   am   too   much   i 


Quera.   Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  color  off, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  vailed  lids,1 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust. 
Thou  know'at,  'tis  common  ;  all  that  live  must  die, 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.    '  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.    Seems,    madam !    nay,   it  is ;    I  know   not 


Til  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suit;  of  solemn  black, 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forced  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  havior  of  the  visage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly  :   these,  indeed,  seem. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play  -. 
ttut  1  have  that  within,  which  patseth  showj 
These,  hut  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 


:  but  to  perse ver 


manly  grief. 
Heaven  ; 


King.     Tim    sweet    and     commendable     in    voin 
nature.  Hamlet, 

To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  jour  father; 

But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father ; 

That  father  lost,  lost  his  ;  and  the  survivor  hound 

In  filial  obligation  for 

To  do  obsequious  sorr 

In  obstinate  condolement, 

Of  impious  stubbornness ;   'tis 

It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect 

A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient; 

An  understanding  simple  and  unschoul' 

Fur  what  we  know  must  be,  and 

As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense. 

Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition. 

Take  it  to  heart  ?  Fie  !  'tis  a  fault  to  Heavt 

A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 

To  reason  most  absurd,  whose  common  ther 

Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried 

From  the  first  corse,  till  he  that  died  to-day 

'  This  must  be  so.'     We  pray  you,  throw  ti 

This  u nprev ailing '  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father;  for  let  the  world  take  note, 

Vou  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne ; 

And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love. 

Than  that  which  dearest  father  hears  his  aoi 

Do  (  impart  toward  you.      For  your  intent 

lb  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 


HallLHT, 


It 


t  retrograde  to  o 


And,  we  beseech  you.  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfi-rt  of  our  eye, 
Our  ehiefest  courtier,  ctnano,  and  our  son. 

Queen.    Let   not    thy    mother   lose   her  prayer" 
Hamlet  r 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us  ;   go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.   I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam. 

King.   Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply  : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. — -Madam,  come  ; 
This  gentle  and  unforced  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart ;   in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And    the   king's    rouse '    the    heaven    shall     bruit 

again, 
llespeaking  earthly  thunder. — Come  away. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Lords,  &c.  Polonius,  co 
Laertes. 

Ham.    0,  that  this  too  too  solid  flesh  would  mell 
Thaw,  and  resolve  i  itself  into  a  dew  ; 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fis'd 
His  canon  *  'gainst  self- slaughter  1   0  God !   O  Ocd 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on  't !    O,  fie  !   'tis  an  unweeded  garden, 
rhat  grows    to    jeed;    things    rank,   ami  gUM  i 


Possess  it  merely.'      That  it  should  come  to  this! 
But   two   months    dead! — nay,    rot    so    mticb,   net 

So  excellent  a  king,  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion'  to  a  satyr;   so  loving  to  my  mother. 
That  he  might  not  beteeme  3  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.      Heaven  and  enrth  ! 
Must  I  remeniber  ?   why,  she  would  hang  on  him. 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  growa 
By  what  it  fed  on  :  and  yet,  within  a  month,— 
Let    me    not   think    on  't :— Frailty,    thy    name     ii 

A  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old, 
With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears; — why  Blie,  even  she, — 
(O  heaven  !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason, 
Would    have    mourn 'd   longer)    married    with    my 

My  father's  brother;   but  no  more  like  my  father 

Than  1  to  Hercules.      Within  a  month  ; 

Ert"  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes. 

She  married. — O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 

With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets! 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good  ; 

But  break,  my  lieart;  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue! 
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In  dreadful  secresy  impart  they  did  ; 

And  I  with  them,  the  third  night,  kept  the  watch; 

Where,  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 

Form    of    the     thing-,    each    word    made    true    and 

The  apparition  comes.      I  knew  your  father ; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.     My    lord,    upon    the    platfurm    w  he  re    we 
watch' d. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 

Ho.  My  lord.  I  did. 

But  answer  made  it  none  ;   yet  once,  me  thought. 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak  : 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud  ; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanish 'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  'Tis  very  strange. 

Ho.   As  I  do  live,  my  honor'd  lord,  'tis  true 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.   Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night? 

Ail.  We  do,  ray  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you  ? 

Ail.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Him.  From  top  to  ice? 

All.  My  lord,  from  head  to  fuot. 


His  fact  ? 


not 


Ho.  0,  yes.  my  lord;  he  wore  liis  beaver1  up. 
Ham.   What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 
Ho.  A  countenance  moi 

In  sorrow  than  In  anger. 

iHam.  Pale,  or  red  ? 

Ho.  Nay,  very  pale. 
Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyeB  upon  ynu 

Ho.  Most  constantly. 
Ham.  I  would.  I  had  been  there. 

Ho.   It  would  have  much  amazed  you. 
Ham.  Very  like, 

ery  like  :  stay'd  it  long  ? 
Ha.    While   one  with   moderate  haste  might  tell 

hundred. 
Mar.  Ber.  Longer,  longer. 
Ho.  Not  when  I  saw  it. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled  ?   no 

Ho.  It  was,  as  1  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  Bable  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-night ; 

Perchance,  'twill  walk  again. 

Ho.  I  warrant  you,  it  will. 

Ham.   If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it.  though  hell  itself  should  irnpe. 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.      I  pray  you  all, 
If  yi'ii  have  hitherto  conceal' d  this  sight, 
it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 


i    (li  it  pari  of  th«  b 
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And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves :  so,  fare  you  weh : 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I  '11  visit  you. 
AIL  Our  duty  to  your  honor. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you.     Farewell. 

[Exeunt  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo* 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt   some  foul  play:   would,  the   night  were 

come! 
nil  then,  sit  still,  my  soul !    Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
(liough   all  the  earth   o'erwhelm   them,  to  men's 
eyes.  [Exit. 

SCBNB    III. 

A  room  in  Polonius's  house. 
Enter  lakrtks  and  ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd ,  farewell . 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit, 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Lmer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  taver, 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent ;  sweet,  not  lasting ; 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 
No  more. 


Oph.     No  more  but  sa  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  mote ; 

For  nature,  crescent,1  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews1  and  bulk  ;  but.  as  this  temple  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps,  he  loves  you  now  ; 
And  now  no  soil  nor  cautel 3  doth  besmirch* 
The  virtue  of  his  will :   but  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own  ; 

himself  is  subject  to  his  birth ; 
He  may  not.  as  unvalued  persons  do, 
Carve  for  himself ;   for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state ; 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscribed 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 
Whereof  he  is  the  head.      Then  if  he  says,  he  lovei 

you, 

It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it. 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 
May  give  his  saying  deed  ;   which  is  no  farther, 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honor  may  sustain, 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs. 
Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  nnmaster'd5  importunity. 

i  it,  Ophelia ;  fear  it,  my  dear  sister ; 
>nd  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection. 


Out  of  the  sliot  and  danger  of  desire. 
The  chariest '  maid  is  prodigal  enough. 
If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  ; 
Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes; 
The  canker  galls  the  infnnts  of  the  spring. 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed  ; 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 
Be  wary  then  :  best  safety  lies  in  fear : 
Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Uph.   I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep 
As  watchman  to  my  heart:   but,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven  ; 
Whilst,  like  a  puff'd  and  reckless  libertine, 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  recks  not  his  own  read.- 

Laer.  O,  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long;  but  here  my  father  comes. 


A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

]'o.     Vet     here,     Laertes !     aboard,    aboard,     for 

shame  : 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
Aud   you  are  stay'd   for.     There;    mv  blessing  with 

yon ;         [ittj/ing  his  hand  on  Laerttt's  head. 


i  tliy  memory 

thy    thoughts 


And  these  few  precepts  : 
Look     thou    character.1 

Nor  any  unpruportion'd  thought  his  act : 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar: 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hateb'd,  unfledged  comrade;  beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but,  being  in, 
Hear  it,  that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee  : 

I  (.Jive  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice: 
Take   each   man's   censure,1   but  reserve    thy  judg- 
f'ostly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
ISnt  not  express'd  in  fancy  ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man  ; 
And  they  in  France,  of  the  best  rank  and  station. 
Are  of  a  most  select  and  generous  chief,3  in  that ; 
Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be  -, 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend  ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 
This  above  all ; — to  thine  own  self  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  anv  roan. 


wewell ;   my  blessing  si 


a  this  ii 


the. 


Most   humbly    dn    1    take 


lea 


Po.    The 


tend. 


u:    go: 


Laer.   Farewell,  Ophelia  7  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  ray  memory  lock'd. 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  [Exit  Laertes. 

Po.   What  is  't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 

Oph.   So  please  you,  something  touching  the  lord 
Hamlet. 

Po.   Marry,  well  bethought ; 
'Tis  told  me,  lie  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you  ;   and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous; 
If  it  be  so.  (Aa  so  'tis  put  on  me. 
And  that  in  way  of  c&Qtloo)  I  must  tell  yon. 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  ho  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  ray  daughter,  and  your  honor. 
Wnat  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.    He    hath,    my    loid,    of  late    made  many 
tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  mc. 

Pa.    Affection  ?    puh !    you   speak   like   a   greeo 
girl. 
Unsifted  l  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.    I  do   not   know,   my  lord,   what   I    should 
think. 


Po.    Marry.    !  'U    teach    you :     think   yourself  0 
baby; 
"hat  you  have  ta'en  these  lenders  for  true  pay, 
Which    are    not    sterling1.     Tender    yourself    more 

Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Wronging  it  thus)  you  '11  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.   My  lord,  he  hath  importuned  me  with  love 
In  honorable  fashion. 

Po.  Ay.  fashion  you  mny  call  it;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.    And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech, 
my  lord, 
iVith  almost  all  the  holy  vowa  of  heaven. 

Po.    Ay,    springes   to    catch    woodcocks,     I   do 

When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  ioul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :   these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat, — extinct  in  both, 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a  making, — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.      From  this  time, 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence  ; 

Than  a  command  to  parley.     For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him  ;   that  he  is  young; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk. 
Than  may  be  given  you.     In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows  ;  for  they  are  brokers 
Not  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show. 
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But  mere  implorators  •  of  unholy  suits. 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all  ;— 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 
Look  to  't,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord,  [Eseunt. 


The  platform. 
Enter  iiamlkt,  hobatio,  and  mabciiliis. 
Ham.  The  air  bites  shrewdly ;  it  is  very  coid. 
Ho.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  *  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Ho.  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Ha.  Indeed  ?  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near 
the  season, 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[a  Garish  of  trumpets  and  ordnance  shot  off&ithin. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes 

Keeps   wassel,*    and    the    swaggering    up-spring5 
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Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. — 

[Ghost  beckon*. 
Still  am  I  call'd : — unhand  me,  gentlemen  : — 

[breaking  from  them. 
By  heaven,  I  '11  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets l 

me: — 
1  say,  away. — Go  on;  I  '11  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 
Ho.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 
Mar.  Let 's  follow  :  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 
Ho.  Have  after.     To  what  issue  will  this  come  ? 
Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Den- 
mark. 
Ho.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 
Mar.  Nay,  let 's  follow  him. 

[Exeunt. 

scene  v. 

A  more  remote  part  of  the  platform. 

Re-enter  ghost  and  hamlet. 

Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ?   speak :  1  T 

go  no  farther. 
Ghost.  Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 

Ghost.  My  hour  is  atmiHtri 


1  Hinder*, 


A'hen  I  to  sulphui 


Til. 
Art 
T0 
Id 


Alas,  poor  ghost ! 
e  not;  but  lend  thy  acrio 


i  hearing 


a  and  tormenting  flames 
render  up  myself. 

Ghost.  Pity  it 
To  what  I  shall  u 

Ham.  Speak;   I  am  hound  to  hear. 

Ghost.   So  art  thou   to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt 
hear. 

Ham.   What  ? 

Ghost.   I  am  thy  father's  spirit, 
Poom'tl  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night ; 
And,  for  the  day,  confined  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crime;,  done  in  my  days  of  nature, 

burnt  and  purged  away.      Rut  that  1  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 

could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 

ould    harrow   up    thy    soul ;    freeze   thy   young 

ake  thy  two   eyes,   like    stars,    atari   from   their 

ly  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part  ; 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an  end. 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  he 

of  flesh  and  blood.— List,  list,  O,  list! 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, 

Ham.   O  heaven  ! 

Ghost.     Revenge    his    foul    and    most    unnatural 


Ham.   Murder? 

Ghost.   Murder  most  foul,  a 
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fine  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatura  . 

Ham.    Haste  me  ta  know  it;   that   I,  with   wipga 

"\s  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  lore, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  he  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst    thou    not    stir    in    this.      Now,    Hamlet, 


'Tis  given  out,  that  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 

A  serpent  stung  me  ;   so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 

Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 

Hankly  abused  :   hut  know,  thou  noble  youth, 

serpent,  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life, 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.   O,  my  prophetic  soul !   my  uncle  ! 

Ghost.   Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beas% 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(0  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce  !)   won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming-virtuous  queen. 
O.  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage  ;   and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  porr 
To  those  of  mine  ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  moved. 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven 
So  lust,  though  to  a  radiaut  angel  link'd. 


Will  late  itselfin  a  celestial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !   methinks,  I  scent  the  morning  air  : 

Brief  let  me  he. — Sleeping  within  mine  orchard. 

My  custom  always  of  the  afternoon, 

Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole, 

With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  '  in  a  vial. 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  leperous  dUtilment ;   whose  effect 

Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 

That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body  ;■ 

And,  with  a  sudden  vigor,  it  doth  posset 

And  curd,  like  eagei  *  droppings  into  milk, 

The  thin  and  wholesome  hlood  :  so  did  it  mine  ; 

And  a  moat  instant  tetter3  bnrk'd  about. 

Most  lanar-like,*  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust. 

All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen  at  once  desputch'd : 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 

Unhousel'd,5  disappointed,'1  unaneled  ; ' 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 

O,  horrible  1     O,  horrible  !    most  horrible  ! 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not; 


Let  not  the  royal  Led  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  foi  luxury  and  damned  incest. 
Hut,  howsoever  thou  pursuest  this  act. 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  Heaven, 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge, 
To  prick  and  sting  her.      Fare  thee  well  at  once  I 
The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  he  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneftectual  fire. 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu  !   remember  me.  [Exi 

Hum.    O.    all    you   host    of   heaven!     O,   eaith 
What  else  ? 
And  shall  I  couple  bell  ?— 0,  fie  !— Hold,  hold,  m 

And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 

Hut  hear  me  stiffly  up  ! — Remember  thee  ? 

Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 

In  this  distracted  globe.1 — Remember  thee? 

Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memoiy 

I  '11  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 

All  saws  *  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  pust- 

Tliat  youth  and  observation  copied  there  ; 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 

Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain. 


[fni 


c'd  with  baser  n 
t  pernicious  n 


:r :  yes,  by  heaven, 
niling,  damned  villain ! 
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That  od 

e  may  smile,  and  smile,  an 

dbea 

villain ; 

At  least,  I  am  sure,  it  may  be  so  ii 

l  Denmark. 

[wrifiig 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Naw  ta 

my  word  ; 

It  is,  "Adieu,  adieu!  remember  mi 

1  have  s 

worn  "t. 

fit. 

within.']   My  lord,  my  lord 

, 

Mar. 

[within.]  Lord  Hamlet. — 

Ho. 

~_\vithin.~\                        Heave 

re  him ! 

Ham. 

So  be  it ! 

Mar. 

[wiVAin.]  Illo,  ho.  lio.  my 

lord! 

Ham. 

Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  !   come 
Enter  HORATto  and  har 

.  bird, 

Mar. 

How  is  't,  my  uoble  lord  ? 

Ho. 
Ham. 

Wh 
0,  wonderful ! 

u  new 

s,  my  lord  ? 

Ho. 

Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham. 

No; 

You  will  reveal  it. 

Ho.  : 

Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar. 

Nor  I 

,  my  lord. 

Ham. 

How  brv  you  then  ?     Would  hi 

merman 

once  think  it  i 

But  yon 

i  '11  he  secret  ? 

Ho.  Mar.                 Ay.  by  heavei 

i,  myi 

lord. 

/Tim. 

There  's  ne'er  a   villain 

,    dwelling    in   ail 

Denmark, 

But  he 

s  an  arrant  knave. 

Wo. 

There  needs  no  ghost,   my 
the  grave. 

lord, 

come  »'rom 
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To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right ;  you  are  in  the  right ; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 
You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you  ;— 
For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is ; — and,  for  my  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 

Ho.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my 
lord. 

Ham.  I  am  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily ;  yes, 
Faith,  heartily. 

Ho.  There  's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  saint  Patrick,  but  there  i9,  Horatio, 
And    much    offence    too.      Touching    this    vision 

here, — 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'ermaster  it  as  you  may.      And  now,  good  friends, 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Ho.  What  is  't,  my  lord  ?  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen 
to-night. 

Ho.  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  swear  *t. 

Ho.  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 


a 
1 

Cou? 


Ham.   Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 
Ct:ost.   [beneath.']   Swear. 

Ha,    ha,    boy !    eay'st   thou  so  ?    ait  thou 

i; — you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  ccilnrage. 
Consent  to  swear. 

Ho.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost,   [beneath.}   Swear. 

Ham.     Hie    et    ubique? '     then    we  'U     shift    our 
ground. — 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword  : 

IS  wear  by  my  swortl, 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Ghost,   [beneath.]    Swear  by  his  sword. 
Ham.    Well  said,  old  mole !    canst  work  i'  the 
earth  so  fast  ? 
A    worthy    pioneer ! — Once    more    remove,    guod 
Ho.    0   day   and    night,    but  this  is  wondrous 
ttrange ! 
Ham.     And    therefore     as    a    stranger    give    it 
welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio. 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 


Rty.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Po.   '  And,   in  part,   him ; — but,'  you  may  say, — 
■  not  well : 
But,  if 't  be  be  I  mean,  he  "a  very  wild ; 
Addicted  so  and  so :' — and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please;   marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonor  him  ;  take  heed  of  that : 
Hut,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Po.    Ay,  or  drinking-,  fencing,   swearing,  quarrel- 
ing. 
Drabbing  : — you  may  go  so  far. 

Rey.   My  lord,  that  would  dishonor  him. 

Po.    Faith,    no;    as  you    may  season   it   in   the 

You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him. 

That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  ; 

That 's  not  my  meaning :    but  breathe  his  faults  so 

That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty  j 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind  ; 
A  savageness  '  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault.2 

Rey.  But,  my  good  lord, 

Po.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this/ 


Ay,  my  lord, 
I  would  know  that. 

Po.  Marry,  sir,  here 's  my  drift ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  n  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  ray  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'  the  working. 
Murk  you  ; 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound. 
Having  ever  seen,  in  the  prenominate  l  crimes, 
The  youth  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  he  assured. 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence  :■ — 
■  Good  sir,'   or  so;   or  '  friend,'  or  '  gentleman/ — 
According  to  the  phrase  or  the  addition 
Of  man  and  country. 

Rry.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Po.  And  then,  air,  does  he  this; — he  does — 
What  was   I   about   to  say  ? — By   the   mass,   I    was 
about  to  say  something  :■ — where  did  1  leave  ? 

Rey.  At,  closes  in  the  consequence. 

Po.  At,  closes  in  the  consequence :— Ay,  marry  j 
He  closes  with  you  thus: — ■  I  know  the  gentleman-. 
I  -aw  him  yesterday,  or  t'  other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then,   with   such,   or  such;   and,  as  yo-i 

say, 
There  was  lie  gaming;   there  o'ertook  in  his  rou;e  , 
There  failing  out  at  tennis  ;  or,  perchance, 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale, 
(Videlicet,  a  brothel)  or  so  forth.' — 


See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  t 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 

With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias. 

By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice. 

Shall  you  my  son.      You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Po.  God  be  wi'  you  ;  fare  you  well. 

Rey.   Good  my  lord, 

Po.   Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself.1 

Rey.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Po.  And  let  him  |>ly  bis  music. 

Rey.  Well,  : 


'     [Exit. 


Enter 


Po.  Farewell !— How  now,  Ophelia  f   what  'a  the 
matter  ? 

Oj>&.    O,    my   lord,    my    lord,    I    have   been   sm 
affrighted  ! 

Po.  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heaven  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  closet. 
Lord  Hamlet, — with  his  doublet  all  unbraced  ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head  ;   his  stockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  anil  down-gyved a  to  his  ankle  ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt;  his  knees  knocking  each  other-, 
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And  with  a  look  bo  piteous  in  purport. 

As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell. 

To  speak  of  horrors  ; — he  comes  belore  me. 

Po.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  , 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pa.  What  said  he  ? 

Oj/h.    He   took   me   by   the   wrist,    and    held  me 

Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm  ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.      Long  stay'd  he  so ; 
At  last, — a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, — 
He  raised  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  being  :   that  done,  he  lets  me  go  . 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd, 
■  find  his  way  without  his  eyes; 
For  out  o" doors  he  weot  without  their  help, 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Po.  Come,  go  with  me ;  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 

is  is  the  very  ersta>y  of  love; 

dent  property  foredoes  '  itself, 
And  leads  the  will  to  deaperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven, 
That  does  afflict  our  nutu;<  -.-.     I  am  sorrv. — 
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What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 
Oph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  com- 

I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

Po.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry,  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
1  had  not  quoted  '  him :  I  fear'd,  he  did  but  trifle. 
And    meant    to    wreck    thee ;    but,    beshrew    my 

jealousy ! 
It  seems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king: 
This   must  be  known ;    which,   being  kept   close. 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

A  room  in  the  castle. 

Enter  kino,   queen1,  kosbncrantz,  guild  ekstek.v. 

and  Attendants. 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guilden- 

Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  sec  you. 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you  did  provoke 


r  hasty  sending. 


■  eih 


s  transfurinatio 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.  What  it  should  he. 
More   than   his   father's  death,   that  thus   hath  put 

So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 

1  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both, 

That, — being  of  so   young   days   brought    up  with 

him, 
And  since  so  neighbor'd  tc  his  youth  and  humor; — 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time  :   so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures ;   and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  ynu  may  glean, 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thua. 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  uur  remedy. 

Queen.   Good  gentlemen,  he  hath   much   talk'd    of 

And,  sure  1  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living. 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.      If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  '  and  good  will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  awhile 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 

citation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
*  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Both  your  majestic » 
*  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
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Pat  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Guil.  But  we  both  obey ; 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent,* 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz,  and  gentle  Guilden. 

stern. 
Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenstern,  and  gentle  Rosen- 
crantz : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  changed  son. — Go,  some  of  you. 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  presence  and  our  prac- 
tices 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen ! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  and  some 
Attendants. 

Enter  folonius. 

To.    The  ambassadors  from   Norway,   my  good 

lord, 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good 

news. 
Po.    Have  I,  my  lord?    Assure  you*  my  good 

liege,  "    *''  ■    -l 


: 


I  hold  my  duly,  as  I  hold  my  soul, 

y  God  and  to  my  gracious  king; 
And  1  do  think,  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail l  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  used  to  do)  that  1  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.   O,  speak  of  that ;   that  do  I  long  to  heai 
Po.   Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassador* ; 

shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 
King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them 
in.  [Erit  Polon'mt. 

tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  fuin.d 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 
Queen.   I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  hut  the  main ; 
father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 


a»d  COBNKLUTH 

-Welcome,  mt 


z 

Re-mltr  polonius,  trith 

King.    Well,    we    shall    sift    lilm. 

good  friends ! 
S»y.  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway  i 
Vol.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  leries,  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  he  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack;* 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 

»  against  your  highness;   whereat  grieved, 
t  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence 
*  falsely  borne  in  hand,1 — sends  out  amwta 


On  Fortinbras,  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway;   and,  in  fine. 
Makes  vow  before  iiis  untie,  never  more 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty  I 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy. 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee; 
And  his  commission,  to  employ  those  soldiers. 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack  ; 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown, 

[gives  a  paper 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  lor  this  enterprise. 
On  such  regards  of  safety  and  allowance 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  Hkes  us  well  ; 

And,  at  our  more  considcr'd  time,  we  '11  riad. 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business: 
Meantime,  we  thank  you  for  your  will-took  lahor. 
Go  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we  '11  feast  together. 
Most  welcome  hume  ! 

[Exejml  Vollimand  and  Cornehui 

Pa.  This  business  is  well  ended. 

My  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate' 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  lirae: 
Therefore,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit, 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  floris'ies.— 


e  matter,  with  less  art. 
wear.  I  use  no  art  at  ail. 
s  true  i  'tis  true,  'tis  pity  ; 

a  foolish  figure  ; 
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il  lie  brief.     Your  nolle  sou  is  mad : 
J  call  I  ir ;  for,  to  denae  true  madness, 
What  is  't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad? 
but  let  that  go. 

Queen.  Mor 

Po.  Madam,  I  s 
That  he  is  mad.  'ti 
And  pity  'tis,  'tis  ti 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  a 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then  ;   and  n 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect ; 
Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause. 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus  ; 

I  have  a  daughter ;   have,  while  she  is  mine  ; 
Who.  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  nark, 
Hath  given  me  this  ;   now  gather,  and  surmise. — 
•  To    the    celestial,    and    my    souls    idol,   the  most 

beautified  Ophelia:' 

That  'a    an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase  ;   '  beautified'   ia 
a  vile  phrase  ;   hut  you  shall  hear. — Thus : — 
'  In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,'  &c. 

Queen     Came  this  from  Hamlet  ta  her? 

Po.     Good  madam,  stay  awhile;  I  will  be  faith- 
ful.— 


'Douht  thou,  the  stars  are  fire; 
Doubt,  that  the  sun  doth  move 
Doubi  truth  to  be  a  liar  ; 
Mutnevet  doubt,   I  love. 


Ireads. 


0  dear  Ophelia,  I 
not  art  tn  recko 
best,  O  most  best 


L:   li 


ill  at  these  numbers ;  I  have 
my  groans  ;  but  that  I  love  thee 
it.    Adieu. 

nost  deur  lady,  whilst  this 
machine  is  to  hira,  Hamlet.' 


This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me ; 
And  more  above,  hath  his  soliciting, 

s  tbey  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  bow  hath  she 

Received  his  love  ? 

Po.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 

King.   As  of  a  man  faitliful  and  honorable. 

Po.   I  would  fain  prove  so :  but   what   might  you 
think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  whig, 
(As  I  perceived  it,  I  must  tell  you  that, 
Before  my  daughter  told  me)  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk,  or  table-book  ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  working,  mute  and  dumb; 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  tight; 
What   might  you   think?    no,  I    went  round'  hi 

And  my  young  mistress  thus  did  I  bespeak  : — 

'  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince  nut  of  thy  sphere : 

This  must  not  be  : '  and  then  I  prescripts  gave  her, 
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it  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
idmit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advico; 
And  he,  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
'1 'hence  to  a  watch ;   thence  into  a  weakness  ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness;  and,  by  this  declension 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think,  'tis  this  ? 

Queen.   It  may  be,  very  likely. 
Po.  Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  (I  'd  fain  know 
that) 
That  I  have  positively  said.  '  'Tis  so.' 
hen  it  proved  otherwise  ? 

i.  Not  that  I  know. 

Take  this  from  this,  if  this  he  otherwise  : 

[pointing  to  his  he-ad  and  shaidJi-r. 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  (  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  farther  ? 

Po.  You  know,  sometimes  he  walks  four  hours 

in  the  lobby, 
Quten.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

}.  At  such  a  time   1  '11  loose  my  daughter  to 

ou  and  T  behind  an  arras  then  ; 

Mark  the  encounter :  if  he  love  her  not. 

And  be  not  from  his  reason  fallen  thereon. 


Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state. 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Eater  hamlet,  reading. 
Queen.   But,   look,   where   sadly   the  poor  ' 

comes  reading. 
Po,   Away,  I  do  beseech  you  ;   both  away  ; 
I  'U  board  him  presently :— O,  give  me  leave.- 
[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Attei 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet? 
Ham.   Well,  god-'a-mercy. 
Pa.   Do  you  know  me,  my  I 
Ham.   Excellent  well ;  you  i 
Po.   Not  I,  my  lord. 
Ham.    Then  1  would  you  we 
Po,  Honest,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Ay,  sir;   to  be  honett 
s  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of 
Po.  That 's  very  true,  my  lord. 
Ham.   For  if  the  sun   breed    maggots   in   ; 

eing  a  god,  kissing  evrios, Haw 

daughter  ? 

Po.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun  :  concept 
a  blessing  ;  but  as  your  daughter 
friend,  look  to  't. 


hi   | 


n  thousand. 


I 
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ighter  r  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he 
[,  i  was  a  fishmonger.  He  is  far  gone,  far  gone  : 
and.  truly,  in  my  youth  I  suffered  much  extremity 
for  love;  very  near  this.  I'll  speak  to  him  agaiu. 
- — -What  do  you  read,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.   Words,  words,  words. 

Po,  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.   Between  who  ? 

Pa.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Hum.  Slanders,  sir  :  for  the  satirical  rogue  snys 
here,  that  old  men  have  gmy  beards;  that  their 
laces  are  wrinkled,  their   eyes   purging  thick  amher. 


mid  plum-tree  gum  ; 
lack  of  wit,  togetlie: 
which,  sir,  though  I 
believe,  yet  I  hold  it 
down  ;  for  yourself,  < 
like: 


i    that  they  have  a  plentiful 

itl)  most  weak  hamt:    all  of 

ist   powerfully   and  potently 

.  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set 

should  he  old  as   I   am,   if, 

crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Po.   Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method 

in  't.  Inside.]    Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my 

lord? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  ? 

Po.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air. — How  preg- 
nant '  sometimes  his  replies  are  !  a  happiness  that 
often  madness  hits  on,  which  reason  and  sanity 
could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will 
ituve  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  *  the  means  at 
meeting  between  liim  and  my  daughter. — My  h'j- 
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norable  lord,  I  will  moat  humbly  take  my  leave  of 
you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  eir,  lake  from  me  any  thing 
that  I  will  more  willingly  part  withal;  except  my 
life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

Po.   Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools '. 


Eater  uosencbantz  and 

Po.   You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet :  there  he  is. 

Ro.  God  save  you,  air  !  [to  Polonius. 

[E«(  Pohniu*. 

Cull.  My  honored  lord  1 

Ro.  My  most  dear  lord  ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends!  How  dost 
thou,  Guildcnstern  ?  Ah,  Rosencrantz  !  good  lads, 
how  do  ye  both  ? 

Ro.   As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil.   Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy  : 
Od  Fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.   Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  f 

Ro.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the 
middle  of  her  favors  ? 

Guil.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune?  O,  most 
true  ;  she  is  a  strumpet.      What  news  ? 

Ro.   None,  my  lord  ;   hut  that  the  world  'a  ; 
honest. 

Ham.  Then  is  doomsday  near ;  bat  your  n 


not  true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular. 
What  have  you,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the 
hands,  of  Fortune,  that  she  Beads  you  to  prison 
hither  1 

Guit.  Prison,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.   Denmark  's  a  prison. 
Ro.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  arc  many 
confines,  wards,  and  dungeons;  Denmark  being  one 
of  the  worst. 

Ro.   We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 
Ham.   Why,  then  'tis   none  to   you;  for  there   is 
nothing  either  good  or  bad,   but  thinking  makes  it 
so :   to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Ro.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one  ;  'tis 
too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  God  !  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nutshell, 
and  count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it 
not  that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

Gvil.  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for 
the  very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the 
shadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.   A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 
Ro.   Truly,  and  I  hold   ambition  of  so   airy   and 
ligU;  «  qunlity,  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

ilea.   Then   are   our   beggars,   bodies;    und    

Monarch*,   and    outstretched    heroes,    the    beggar*' 
Shall  we  to  the  court?   for,  by 


:  I  will  not  sort    y.,u    *w~ 


the  rest  of  my  servants  ;  for,  to  ipeak  to  you  like  a? 
honest  man,  I  am  most  dreadfully  attended.  Bui 
1  the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what   make   you   a 


El-i 


ef 


Ro.  To  visit  you,  my  lord;   no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in 
thanks :  but  1  thank  you :  and  sure,  dear  friends, 
my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a  halfpenny.  Were  you 
not  sent  for?  Is  it  your  own  inclining r  Is  it  a  free 
visitation?  Gome,  come,  dtal  justly  with  me  :  come, 
:ome ;  nay,  speak. 

Gail.   What  should  we  say,  my  lord  ? 

limn.  Any  thing — but  to  the  purpose.  You  wers 
lent  for;  ami  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your 
looks,  which  your  modesties  have  not  craft  enough 
o  color.  I  know,  the  good  king  and  queen  have 
ent  for  you. 

Ro.   To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me 
conjure  you,  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the 
consonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  nur 
ever -preserved  love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a  better 


proposer  could  chargi 
direct  with  me,  whethe 

Ro.  What  say  you  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  then  I 
— if  you  love  me,  hold 

Cuil.  My  lord,  we  v 

Ham.  I  will  tell  y 
ration  prevent   yoi 


you    withal,    be 


you  s 


sat  for 


o? 


[to  Gyildenstern. 


tee  king  and  quec 


why ;  so  shall  my  antici- 
discovery,  and  your  sccresy  to 
moult  no   feather.      1  ha«'   -* 


late  (but  wherefore  I  know-  not)  lost  all  mv  mirth, 
furgun;  all  custom  of  exercises :  and,  indeed,  it 
pies  bo  heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  this  goodly 
rrame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  steril  promontory  ; 
this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this 
brace  o'erhnnging  firmament,  this  majestical  rouf 
fretted  with  golden  tire  ; — why,  it  appears  no  other 
thing  to  me  than  a  foul  and  pestilent  congregation 
of  vapors.  "What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man  !  how 
noble  in  reason  !  how  infinite  in  faculty!  in  form 
and  moving  how  express  and  admirable  !  in  action 
how  like  an  angel !  in  apprehension  how  like  a  god  ! 
the  beauty  of  the  world!  the  paragon  of  nni  mala  ! 
and  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quintessence  of  dui't  ? 
Man  delights  not  me,— no,  nor  woman  neither 
though,  by  your  smiling,  you  seem  to  say  so. 

fin.  My  lord,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my 
thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  said, 
*  Man  delights  not  me  ? ' 

Ro.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in 
man,  what  lenten  '  entertainment  the  players  shalt 
receive  from  you  :  we  coted  *  them  on  the  way  ; 
and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you  service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome; 
his  mBjesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me:  the  adven- 
turous knight  shall  use  his  foil  and  target;  the 
lover  shall  not  sigh  gratis  ;   the  humorous  man  shall 


end  his  part  in  peace ;  the  clown  shall  make  thiwt 
laugh,  whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  pert ;  '  and 
the  lady  shall  eay  her  mind  freely,  or  the  Wan* 
verse  shall  halt  for  't. — What  players  are  they  ? 

Ro.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  such  de- 
light in,  the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it,  they  travel?  their  resi- 
dence, both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better 
both  ways. 

Ro.  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means 
of  the  late  innovation. 

Ham.    Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did 

when  I  was  in  the  city  ?     Are  they  so  followed  ? 

Ro.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.   How  comes  it?   Do  they  grow  rusty  ? 

Ro,    Nay,  their   endeavor   keeps  in  the  wonted 

pace:   but  there  is,  sir,  an   eyry*   of   children,   little 

eyases,'  that  cry  out   on   the  top  of   question*  and 

are  most  tyrannically  clapped  for 't :   these   are  now 

the  fashion  ;   and  so  berattle  the  common  stages,  (so 

they    call    them)    that    many,   wearing  rapiers,    are 

afraid  of  goose  quills,  and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

I/uiH.    What,  are  they  children  ?     Who  maintains 

them  ?  how   arc   they   escoted  ?  *    Will  they  pursue 

the  quality6  no  longer  than   they  can  sing?  will 

they  not  say  afterwards,  if  they  should   grow   them. 


'  i,  e,  Bliiul  mnke  tvrn  ihoso  laugh.  wMW  lunBs  u 

withered.  3  Neil,  '  Unfledged  hi 

*  i.  a.  who  perpetually  declaim  in  (lie  highest  not 


wrong, 

Bo.  Faith,  thi 


players,  (as  it  is  moat  like,  i 
!  are  no  better)  their  writers  do  then 
mane   tnem    exclaim   against   their   n»' 


botn. 


s  been  much  I 
sides;  aim  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin  to  tarre  '  them 
on  to  controversy:  there  was,  for  awhile,  no  money 
bid  for  argument,  unless  the  poet  and  the  player 
went  to  cuft's  ia  the  question. 

Hum.   Is  it  possible  f 

Gail.   O,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  ot 

Ham.   Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ro.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord  ;  Hercules  and  his 
load  too.- 

Hum.  It  is  not  very  strange  :  for  my  uncle  if  king 
of  Denmark;  and  those,  that  would  make  mouths  at 
him  while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty, 
a  hundred  ducats  apiece,  fur  his  picture  in  little. 
Sblood,  there  is  something  in  this  more  tl.io  natural, 
if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

[farish  of  trumpets  wilkin. 

Cut!.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham,  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Your  hands,     Come  then  :   the  appurtenance  of  wti- 
fashion  and  ceremony :   let  me  comply  with" 


B.   not  only   the 
11  to  the  story  at  I 
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.  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  r.nt 
clucked  within  the  ring.1  Masters,  you  are  all 
w.ii  MM  We'll  ev'n  tu 't  like  French  falconers, 
.  i  £Ung  we  see:  we'll  have  a  speesh 
htn^hti  MEM,  gflvfl  ua  a  taste  of  yon-r  quality ;  * 
ionic,  m  passionate  speech. 

I  I'li'y.  What  speech,  my  lord? 

Hum.  1  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, — hut 
it  was  never  acted;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once  : 
fur  the  play,  1  remember,  pleased  not  the  million  : 
'Iwm  caviare  s  to  the  general :  *  but  it  was  (as  I 
received  it,  and  others,  whose  judgments,  in  such 
matters,  cried  in  the  top  of  mine3)  an  excellent 
play  ;  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down  with  as 
much  modesty  as  cunning.  1  remember,  one  said, 
there  were  no  sallets  in  the  lines,  to  make  the 
matter  savory ;  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase,  that 
might  indite  the  author  of  affection:1'  but  called  it 
an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet,  and  by 
very  much  more  handsome  than  fine.  One  speech 
in  it  1  chiefly  loved:  'twas  jSneas'  tale  to  Dido; 
and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he  speaks  of 
Priam's  slaughter:  if  it  live  iu  your  memory,  begin 
at  thU  line ;  let  me  see.  let  me  see ; 


do  of  till-  IMS  of  fishes, 

'  i.  a.  wer*  lusher  than  m§  ' 
lather  of  lwi«i  «  fauiusticnl,  i 


•The   rugged   Pyrrlius,   like  the  Hyrcanian  beast;' 
i  not  so  ;   it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

rugged  Pyrrlius ; — he,  whose  sable  anr.s, 
Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble, 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse; 
Hath    now    this    dread    and    black    completion 

smeard 
With  heraldry  more  dismal ;  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  toial  gules  ;  •   horridly  trick 'd! 
With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons ; 
Baked  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 
To  their  lord's  murder :  roasted  in  wrath  and  fire. 
And  thus  o'crsized  with  coagulate  gore, 

tWith  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrlius 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks." — So  jiroceed  you. 
Pa.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken  ;  with  good 
accent,  and  good  discretion, 

1  Play.  ■  Anon  lie  finds  him 

.Striking  too  short  at  Greeks;   his  antique  sword. 
Rebellious  to  bis  arm,  lies  where  it  falls. 
Repugnant  to  command:   unequal  match'd, 
1'yrrhus  at  Priam  drives ;   in  rage,  strikes  wide  ; 
Hut  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  swont. 
The  unnerved  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 


Stoops  to  his  base,  and  with  a  hideous  crash 

Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear ;   for,  lo  !   his  sword. 

Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 

Of  reverend  Priam,  seem'd  i'  the  air  to  stick  : 

So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood  ; 

And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 

Did  nothing. 

But.  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 

A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack1  stand  still. 

The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 

As  hush  as  death;   anon,  the  dreadful  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region :   so,  after  Pyrrhus'  pause, 

A  roused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a -work ; 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops1  hammers  fall 

On  Mars's  armour,  forged  for  proof  eterne. 

With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 

Now  falls  -on  Priam. — 

Out,     out,    thou    strumpet.    Fortune  !      All    you 

gods, 
in  general  synod,  take  away  her  power; 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel. 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven. 
As  low  as  to  the  fiends  1' 

Pa.  This  is  too  long. 

Hnm.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard, — 
Pr'ythee,  gay  on  :  he 's  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry, 
or  he  sleeps.      Say  on  :  come  to  Hecuba, 


:NCE    OF    DENMARK.  I  & 

1  Play.   •  But  who.  ab,  woe  !   had  seen  the  muhled 

queen ' ' 

Ham.  The  tnohled  queen? 

l*o.  That 's  good  ;   mobled  queen  is  good, 

1  Play    '  Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threatening 

I  he  flames 
With  bisson a  rheum  ;  a  flout  upon  that  head. 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood  ;   and,  for  a  rube, 
Alioiit  her  lank  and  all  o'erteemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up  ;  — 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep'd, 
'Gainst  Fortune's  slate  would   treason   have  [>ro- 

nounced : 

But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
lien  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband's  liuibs  ; 
e  instant  burst  of  clamor  that  she  made, 
(Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all) 
Would    have    made    milch    the    burning    eye    of 

heaven, 
And  passion  in  the  gods.* 

Pa.   Look,  whether  lie   has  not   turned   his   colur, 

s  tears  in  's  eyes. — Pr'ythee,  no  more. 
Ham.  Tis  well ;   I  '11  have  thee  speak  out  the  re>t 
'   this    soon. — Good    my    lord,    will    you   see    the 
a  well  bestowed  ?     Do  you  hear :   Set   them   he 


■layers  v 
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well  used  ;  for  they  are  tlie  abstract  and  brief 
chronicles  of  the  time.  After  your  death  you  were 
better  have  a  had  epitaph,  than  their  ill  report 
while  you  live. 

Po.   My  lord,  I  will  use  them   according   to   their 

Ham.  Odd's  bodikin,  man,  much  better :  use 
every  man  after  his  desert,  and  who  shall  'scape 
whipping?  Use  them  after  your  own  honor  nod 
dignity  :  the  less  they  deserve,  the  more  merit  is  in 
your  bounty.     Take  them  in. 


Po.   Cor 


mme  of  the  Players. 

e  '11  hear  a  play  to- 

,  old  friend  ?  can   you 


[Exit  PoloTiiu.1,  with 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends:  1 
morrow. — Dost  thon  hear  I 
play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  ? 

1  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We  '11  have  it  to-morrow  night.  Vou  could, 
for  a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen 
lines,  which  I  would  set  down,  and  insert  in't, 
could  you  not  ? 

1  Play.   Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well. — Follow  that  lord ;  and  look 
you  mock  him  not.  [Exit  Player.']  My  good  friendf, 
I  to  Ro.  and  Guil.]  1  '11  leave  you  till  night :  you  are 
wflccme  to  Elslnore. 

Ro.  Good  my  lord  ! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Gvildenstcrn. 

Ham.     Ay,    so,    good    b}'e   to   you. — Now   I    am 


0,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  a 


I! 


not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here, 

in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion. 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working1,  all  his  QMH  wann'd  : 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in  'a  aspect, 
A  oroken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit? — aad  ail  for  nothing! 
For  Hecuba ! 

What 's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecubn. 
That  he  should  weep  for  her?   VVhat  would  he  do, 
Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion. 
That  I  have  ?    He    would   drown   the   stage    with 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  '  with  horrid  speech  ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free; 

Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. — Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 

Like  John  a-dreams.  unpregnant  of  ray  cause. 

And  can  say  nothing;   no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property  and  most  dear  life 

A  dumn'd  defeat "  was  made.      Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Who  calls  me  villain  •   breaks  my  pate  across? 

Mucks  off  my  heard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 

Tweaks  me   by   the   nose  ?    gives  me  the  lie   i'  the 


As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?     Who  does  n 
a! 


this? 
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Why,  I  should  take  it :   for  it  cannot  be. 

Rut  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  mtid  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slave's  offal.      Bloody,  bawdy  villain  ! 

Ilcinorseless,   treacherous,  lecherous,   kindless  '   vil* 

Why.  what  an  ass  am  1  !  This  is  most  brave  ; 
That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd. 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell, 
Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 
And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab. 

Fie  upon  't !   foh  !    About  my  brains  !    Humph  '.    I 

have  heard. 
That  guilty  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play, 
Have,  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene, 
Been  struck  ao  to  the  soul,  that  presently 
They  have  proclaimed  their  malefactions: 
For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 
With     most     miraculous     organ.      I  '11     have    thes* 

players 
Hay  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father 
Before  mine  uncle:   I  '11  observe  his  looks; 
I  '11  tent  him  -  to  the  quick  :   if  he  do  blench,' 
I  know  my  course.      The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 
May  be  a  devil  ;  nnd  the  devil  ly'Ii  power 


t  n  pleasing  shape;   yea,  tind,  perhHpn, 
y  weakness  and  my  melancholy, 
I  As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits) 
Ahuses  me  to  damn  me.      I  '11  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this  ;  the  play  'a  the  thing, 
j  I  'U  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king. 


Bu 
Bu 

3 


King.   And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  conference, 
et  from  him  why  he  pute  on  this  confusion. 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  f 

Ro.   He  does  confess,  he  feels  himself  di»'r:irted  ; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  -,•■  uk. 

Gull.   Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded ; 
<ut,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 

would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Ro.   Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Guil.   But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ro.  Niggard  of  question  ;  hut,  of  our  demnnds, 

□at  free  in  his  reply. 


Enter  hamlet. 

Ham.   To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  ia  the  question  ;  — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  Fortune  ; 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them  ? — To  die, — to  sleep. — 
No  more;   and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart -ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.      To  die, — to  bleep  ; — 
To   sleep !    perchance    to    dream ; — ay,    there  'a   the 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  di earns  may  come, 
"When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil,1 
Must  give  us  pause.     There  's  the  respect,' 
That  miikes  calamity  of  so  long  life  ; 
For  who  would  hear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 
The  oppressor's  wrung,  the  proud  man's  contumely 
The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay. 
The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardels 3  bear, 
To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life  ; 
But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death.— 
The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn  • 
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N<i  traveller  returns, — puzzles  the  will, 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  iSls  we  have. 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  uot  of? 
Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought; 
And  enterprises  uf  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action. — Soft  you,  now  ! 
The  fair  Ophelia.— Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 
Be  all  my  sins  remeraher'd, 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 

Huw  does  your  honor  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham.   I  humbly  thank  you,  well. 

Oph.   My  lord,  1  have  rememhrances  of  yourg, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  redeliver : 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught. 

Oph.  My  honor 'd  lord,  you  know  right  well  you 
did; 
And  with  them  words  of  so  sweet  breath  composed, 
As  made  the  things  more  rich  :   their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again  ;  for  to  the  noble  mind, 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Ha,  ha  !   are  you  honest  ? 

Oph.  My  lord  ? 

Ham.   Are  you  fair? 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 


Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  your 
honesty  should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty, 

Ovk.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  a  better  com- 
merce tnan  with  honesty  ? 

Hem.  Ay,  truly;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will 
sooner  transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd, 
than  the  force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  inln 
his  likeness:  this  was  some  time  a  paradox,  but 
now  the  time  gives  it  proof.      I  did  love  you  once. 

Ojih.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me  ;  for  vir- 
tue cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  hut  we  shall 
relish  of  it.     I  loved  you  not, 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  ;  why  wouldst  thou 
be  a  breeder  of  sinners?  I  am  myself  indifferent 
honest;  but  yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things, 
that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  borne  me  :  f 
am  very  proud,  revengeful,  ambitious;  with  more 
offences  at  my  beck,  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put 
them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape,  or  time  to 
act  them  in.  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  d>i 
crawling  between  earth  and  heaven  ?  We  are  arrant 
knaves,  all;  believe  none  of  ui ;  go  thy  ways  to  a 
nunnery.     Where  's  your  father? 

Oph.   At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him,  that  he 
may  play  the  fool  no  where  but  in  'b  own  lionsv. 
Farewell. 

Oph.  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens ! 

Ham.     If    thou   dast   marry,    I  'II  gi»e   thee  this 


marry,   marry  i 

enough  what  monsters  you  make  of  them.     'J'  >  a, 

n-jnnery,  go;  and  quickly  too.      Farewell. 

O/ili.  Heavenly  powers,  restore  him  ! 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too.  well 
enough:  God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  you 
make  yourselves  another ;  you  jig.  you  amble,  and 
you  lisp,  and  nickname  God's  creatures,  and  make 
your  wantonness  your  ignorance.1  Go  to  ;  1  '11  mi 
more  of  tj  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will 
h.ive  no  more  marriages :  those  that  are  married 
p.lready,  all  hut  one,  shall  live  ;  the  rest  shall  keeji 
as  they  are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  [Etit  Hum/cl. 

Oph.  O,  what  a  noble  mind  U  here  o'er  thrown  ! 
I'he    courtier's,    soldier's,     scholar's,     eye,     tongue. 

The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form. 
The  observed  of  all  observers  !   quite,  quite  down  ! 
Anii  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched. 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows. 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason, 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh  ; 
'i'liat  unmatcli'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth 


Blasted  with  ecstasy,'      O,  woe  is  mf. 

To  Lave  seen  what  1  have  been,  see  what  1  t 


King.     Love!     his    affections    do    not    that    way 

Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madness.      There  's  something   in   liia 


O'er  which  his  meliiiirhiily  sits  on  brood  ; 

And,  I  do  douht,  the  batch  and  the  diicloac 

Will  he  some  danger;  which  fur  to  prevent, 

I  have,  in  quick  detirminatiun, 

'J'hua  set  it  down  :  —  lie  shall  with  ppeed  to  England, 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute  : 

Duply,  the  seas  and  countries  different, 

With  variahle  objrrts,  shall  expel 

This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart; 

Whereon  his  brains  still  heating,  put?  him  thus 

From  fashion  of  himself.  —  What  think  you  on  't? 

Pa.   It  shall  do  well ;   but  yet  I  do  believe. 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprang  from  neglected  love. — How  now,  Ophelia? 
Vou  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all.— My  lord,  do  as  yon  please; 
But,  ii  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  ins  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 


1  Alienation  ofniici 


To  show  liia  grief ;  let  !ier  be  round  with  him ; ' 
And  I  '11  be  placed,  ao  pleaae  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference  :   if  she  find  him  not. 
To  England  send  him,  or  confine  him  where 
V'jur  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

Ii,„j.  It  shall  he  so  : 

ness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go. 
[&BCM/. 
A  hall  in  the  tame. 
Enter  b 


liuf 

: 


Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  prny  you,  as  I  pro- 
nounced it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue;  hut  if 
you  mouth  it.  aa  many  of  our  players  do,  I  had  as 
lief  the  town-cripr  spoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not  saw 
the  air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus;  but  use  all 
gently:  for  in  the  very  torrent,  tempest,  and,  aa  I 
may  say.  whirlwind  of  your  passion,  you  must  ac- 
quire and  beget  a  temperance,  that  may  give  it 
sra  with  n  ess.  O,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  to  hear 
a  robustious  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to 
tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the  ground- 
lugs.2  who,  for  the  most  part,  are  capable  of  nothing 
iplicable  dumb   shows   and   noise:     I  would 


fcfi 
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have  such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'erduing  Termagant : 
it  onthcnds  Herod.1     Fray  you,  avoid  it. 

I  Play.   I  warrant  jour  honor. 

Ham.  He  not  too  tame  neither,  hut  let  your  own 
discretion  he  your  tutor :  suit  the  action  to  the 
word,  the  word  to  the  action  ;  with  this  special  ob- 
tervance,  that  you  o'erstep  not  the  modesty  ot  na- 
ture :  for  any  thing1  so  overdone  is  from  the  purpose 
of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  the  first  and  now, 
whs  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to 
nature;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her 
own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  ihe  time 
his  form  and  pressure.-  Now  this  overdone  or  come 
tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  can- 
not but  make  the  judicious  grieve;  the  censure  of 
which  one,  must,  in  your  allowance,  o'erweigh  a 
whole  theatre  of  others.  0,  there  be  players,  that 
I  have  seen  play, — and  heard  others  praise,  and  that 
highly,— not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither 
having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor  the  gait  uf 
Christian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  bo  strutted  and 
bellowed,  that  1  have  thought  some  of  Nature's 
journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not  made  them 
well,  they  imitated  humanity  so  abominably. 


1  Play.  1  hop 

Ham.    O,    reform   it  altogcth 


formed  that  indifferently 


And   let  those 


that  play  your  clowns  speak  no  more  than  is  set 
down  lor  them  ;  for  there  be  of  them,  that  will 
;hem?c'ves>  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren 
spectators  to  laugh  too  ;  though,  in  the  mean  time, 
tome  necessary  question  of  the  piny  be  then  to  be 
considered  :  that  'a  villanous ;  and  shows  a  mosi 
pitilul  ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it.  Go:  make 
vou  ready.  [Exeunt  Player*. 

Z 

«rui 

Po.   And  tile  queen  too.  and  that  presently. 
Ham.   Bid  the  players  make  haste. — 

[Exit  Poloniut. 
Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them  ? 
Ruth.   Ay,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Rosenrranti  and  Gttildenstm. 
Ham.   What,  ho,  Horatio  ! 

i 


v  now.  my  lord  ?   will  the  king  henr  this 


mafcZ 


Enter  t\om 


Ha.   Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 
Ham.   Horatio,  thou  art  ev'n  as  just  n  man 
As  e'er  rov  conversation  coped  withal. 

Ho.   (J.  my  dear  lord, 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  Butter: 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  time. 
no  revenue  hast  but  thy  good  spirits 
feed  and  clothe  thee  ?     Why  should  the  poor  be 
flatter'd  ? 


No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp; 

And  crook  the  pregnant '  hinges  of  the  knee. 

Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear/ 

Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice, 

And  could  of  men  distinguish  her  election. 

She  hath  seal'd  thee  for  herself;  for  thou  hast  been 

As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing  ; 

A  man,  that  Fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 

Hast  ta'enwith  equal  thanks:   and  bless'd  are  those, 

Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  co-mingled. 

That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  Fortune's  finger 

To  sound  what  stop  she  please.      Give  me  (hat  man 

That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 

In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart. 

As  1  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king : 

One  scene  of  it  conies  near  the  circumstance, 

Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  denUi. 

1  pr'ythee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  a-fout. 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 

Observe  my  uncle  :  if  his  occulted >  guilt 

Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 

It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen, 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 

As  Vulcan's  stithy. J      Give  him  heedful  note  : 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face  ; 

AnJ,  after,  we  will  buth  our  judgments  join 


PRINCE    OF    I 


: 


"lif  he  steal  aught,  the  whilst  this  piny  is  playing. 
And  scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

They  are  coming  to  the  play  ;    I  must  be 


i.     A    fiorith.     Enter   king,    quern, 

rOLONIUS,    OrHELIA,    ROSENCRANTZ,  GTIILDENSTER-V, 

and  ot/iers. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  Excellent,  i"  faith ;  ci  the  camelion's  dish  ; 
t  eat  the  air,  promise -crammed  ;  you  cannot  feed 
capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet; 
these  words  arc  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now, — My  lord,  you  played 
once  in  the  university,  you  say?  [to  Pelortius. 

Po.  That  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted  a 
good  actor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact? 

Po.  I  did  enact  Julius  Cresar :  I  was  killed  i'  the 
Capitol ;  Brutus  killed  me. 

Hnm.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  su  capital 
a  ealf  there. — Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Ho.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Quern.   Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet;   sit  hy  rae. 
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Ham 

No,  good  mother ;  here  's  metal  more  at- 

tractive 

Po. 

),  ho  !   do  you  mark  that  ?           [to  the  King. 

Um 

Lady,  shall  1  lie  in  your  lap? 

[/yl'nj  down  at  Ophelia's  Jee/. 

Oph. 

No,  my  lord. 

Ham 

I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph. 

Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham 

Do  you  think  1  meant  country  mattera  ? 

Oph, 

I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham 

That  'a  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maid*' 

lege. 

Oph. 

What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ham 

Nothing. 

Oph. 

Ynu  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham 

Who,  I  ? 

Oph. 

Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham 

0  !  your  only  jig-maker.     What  should  a 

man   do 

but  be   merry  ?    for,  look  you,  how  cheer- 

fully   Hi 

!  mother  looks,  and  my  father  died  within 

these  U 

o  hours. 

Oph. 

Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham 

So   long?     Nav,    then   let   the   devil   wear 

black,   for  I  '11  have  a  suit   of  sables.'      0  heavena ! 

die  two 

months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  ?     Then 

there 's 

liope,  a  great  man's  memory  may  outlive  his 

life   half  u   year;    but,   by'r   lady,    lie    must    buiid 

cburche 

s  then,  or  else   shall  lie   suffer  not  thinking 

■  The  riebeit  dress. 

c 

En 


with  the  hobby-horse,  whose  epitaph  ie, 
G,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot.' 


Trumpets  sound.  The  dumb  show  follows. 
En'.tr  a  king  and  a  iiiiern  very  lovingly,  the  Quern 
embracing  him  and  he  her :  she  kneels,  and  makes 
show  of  protestation  unto  him:  he  takes  her  tip. 
and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck ;  lays  him  down 
upon  a  bank  of  flowers :  she,  seeing  him  asleep, 
leaves  him.  Anon,  comes  in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his 
crown,  kisses  it,  and  pours  poison  in  the  King's 
ears,  and  exit.  The  Queen  returns,  finds  the  King 
dead,  and  makes  passionate  action.  The  poisoner, 
with  some  two  or  three  mutes,  comes  in  again, 
seeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  body  is 
carried  away.  The  poisoner  woos  the  Queen  with 
yifls :  she  seems  loath  and  unwilling  awhile,  but  in 
the  end  accepts  his  love.  [Exeunt. 

Oph.  What  meana  this,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.   Marry    this  is  miching  mallecho  ;  >   it  menus 
ithchfef. 
Oph.   Belike,  this  show  imports   the   argument   of 
'■  play. 

Enter  prologue. 
.  We  sit  nil  know  hy  this  fellow  :  the  players 
moot  keep  counsel ;   they  '1!  tell  all. 


1  Secret  n-iclpdaeaa. 


HAMLRT,  ACT   III* 

Opk.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you  '11  show  him ; 
be  not  you  ashamed  to  show,  he  '11  not  shame  to 
tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught :  1  '11  mark 
the  play. 

Pro.       '  For  us  and  for  our  tragedy, 

Here  stooping  to  your  clemency, 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently.' 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  ? 
Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  king  and  a  queen. 

P.  King.    Full   thirty   times  hath  Phoebus'   cart 
gone  round 
Neptune's  salt  wash,  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground ; 
And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrow'd  sheen,1 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been ; 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

P.  Queen.    So  many  journeys   may  the  sua  and 
moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done ! 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late. 
So  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state, 


i  Splendor,  lustre. 


nr  I  distrust  you :  yet,  though  I  distrust. 

'Comfnrt  vou,  my  lard,  it  nothing  must : 
l'oi  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  love; 
Avid  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity  ; 
In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 
Now  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  kntiw ; 
And  as  my  love  is  sized,1  my  fear  is  so. 

ive  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear ; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.     Faith,    I    must    leave   thee,    love,    rlkI 
shortly  too  : 
My  operant1  powers  their  function*  leave  to  do; 
And  thou  shah  live  in  tiiis  fair  world  behind, 
I  lonor'd,  beloved  ;   and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
fur  husband  shalt  thou 

P.  Queen.  O,  confound  the  rest! 

Such  love  roust  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  accursed! 
None  wed  the  second,  but  who  kill'd  the  first. 

Ham.  That's  wormwood. 

P.  Queen.   The  instances,3   that   second  marriage 

Are  base  Ti"spcct»  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love  i 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead. 
When  secur.d  btiebaod  ki-v^s  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.   1  do   believe   you  think  what  now   yon 

but  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 


34  ilAMI.ET, 

Purpose  is  hut  the  slave  to  memory  ; 

Of  violent  birth,  hut  poor  validity  ; 

Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tri 

But  fall  unshaken  when  they  mellow  be. 

Most  necessary  'tis,  that  we  forget 

To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt ; 

What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose, 

The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 

The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 

Their  own  enactures  with  themselves  destrov  : 

Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament 

Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye ;   nor  'tis  not  strange, 

That    even    our    loves    should   with    our   fortune* 

change : 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  love  lend  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love, 
The  j;reat  man  down,  you  mark,  his  favorite  flies 
The  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  enemies 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend  : 
For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend  ; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try. 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun  ;  — 
Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run, 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown  ; 
Uur   thoughts   are   ours,   their  ends    none 


■ 


So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed  : 
But     die    thy    thoughts    when     thy     first    lord 


Queen.    Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heart! 
ligrht ! 

Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night ! 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope  ! 
An  anchor's1  cheer  in  prison  he  my  scope! 
Ep.ch  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Alert  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy  ! 

I  Goth  here  and  hence  pursue  me  lasting  strife, 
It,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  ! 
/Jam.   If  she  should  break  it  now, 
[tu  Ophelia. 
P.  King.   'Tis   deeply   sworn.      Sweet,   leave    me 
here  awhile ; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [sleeps. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain  ; 

ae  mischance  between  us  twain  ! 

[Crir. 

Ham.   Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  ? 

Queen.  The  lady  doth  protest  too  much,  me- 
thinks. 

Ham.  O,  but  she  '11  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument?  Is  there 
no  offence  in't? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  hut  jest,  poison  in  just :  no 
offence  i'  the  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham,     The    mouse-trap.5      Marry,    how  /      Tro- 


The 

i, 


pically.  This  |>lay  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in 
Vienna:  Guiiiago  is  the  duke's  name;  his  wife, 
Baptists.:  you  ahull  see  anon;  'tis  a  knavish  piece 
»f  work  :  but  what  of  that  ?  your  majesty,  and  we 
that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not :  let  the 
galled  jade  wince  ;   our  withers  ore  uu wrung. 

Enter  lucianus. 
1'liis  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Oph.   You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret   between   you  and  your 
ove,  if  I  could  see  thu  puppets  dallying.1 

Oph.   You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.   It  would  coat   you  a  groaning  to   take  off 
my  edge. 

Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham.    So  you    mistake  your    husbands. — Begin, 
murderer; — leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin. — 

'  The  croaking  raven 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge.' 

La.    Thoughts    black,   hands  apt,   drugs   fit,  and 

time  agreeing; 
rafedcrate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected, 
With  Hecate's  ban  !  thrice  blaBted,  thrice  infected, 


Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

[pours  I  he  poison  into  the  sleeper's  ears. 

Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  estate  ; 
his  name  's  Gonzago :  the  story  is  extant,  and 
written  in  very  choice  Italian.  Von  shall  see  anon, 
how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago'a  wife. 

Oy.it.  The  king  rises. 

Ham.   What  1  frighted  with  false  fire  ? 

Queen.   How  fares  my  lord  ? 

Po.  Give  o'er  the  play. 

kKlng.   Give  me  some  light : — away! 
Po.  Lights,  lights,  lights  I 
[Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Horatio 
Ham.  '  Why,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalltd  play  ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep  : 
Thus  runs  the  world  away.' 
ould   not   this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers,  (if  the 
rest  of   my   fortunes  turu   Turk  with  me)  with  two 
Provincial    roses    on   my    razed '    shoes,    get  me  ■ 
fellowship  in  a  cry 3  of  players,  sir  i 
Ho.  Half  a  share. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I, 

•  For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear. 


This  realm  ills 


intlcd  « 


Of  Jove  himself ;  and  now 
A  very,  very — peacock.' 


s  here 


M 
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III. 

Ho. 

STou  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham. 

0  good  Horatio,  I  '11  take  the  ghost's  i 

vcrd 

for  a  thousand  pound.      Didst  perceive  ? 

Ho.  ' 

i'ery  well,  my  lord. 

Ham. 

Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning, 

Ho. 

1  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham. 

Ah,  ha! — Come,  some  music ;  come. 

the 

For, 

if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 

Why 

then,  bciike, — he  likes  it  not,  perdy.5 — 

Enter  ROSENCRiNTz  and  guiidenbtehk. 

Come,  ! 

iome  music. 

Guil, 

Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word 

*"" 

you. 
Ham, 

Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Guil. 

The  king,  sir, 

Ham 

Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  ? 

Gail. 

Is,    in    his  retirement,   marvellous  distem- 

pered. 

Ham 

With  drink,  sir  ? 

Guil. 

No,  toy  lord,  with  eholer. 

Ham 

.    Your    wisdom    should    show  itself 

more 

richer  1 

o   signify   this   to   the  doctor ;   for,  for  r 

lie  to 

put  hin 

:  to  his  purgation,  would  perhaps  plunge 

him 

Guil, 

Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into 

some 

"'""" 

ind  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affuir. 

'  A  recorder  here  signifim  a  kind  offlule. 

■  A  corruption  of  par  Dim. 

•CENR     II.                    PRINCE     OF     HF.SM.XHK, 

n 

Ham.   I  am  tame,  sir :   pronounce. 

Gail.  The   queen   your  mother  in 

molt  great  af- 

diction  of  spirit  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Oml.  Nay,  good   my  lord,  this   courtesy  is  not  of 

the  right  breed  :   if  it  shall  please  yo 

to  make  me  a 

wholesome  answer,  I   will  do  your 

mother's  com- 

annulment;   if  not,  your  pardon  and 

■ny  return  shall 

be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham.  Sir,  1  cannot. 

Gait.   What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  ans 

cer  i  my  wit 's 

diseased;   but,  sir,   such   answer  as  1 

can  make,  you 

shall  command  ;  or,  rather,  as  you  s 

y,  my  mother : 

therefore   no   more,   but  to  the   matt 

r:   my  mother, 

you  say, 

Ro.    Then  thus  she   says:    your 

behavior   linth 

Struck  her  into  amazement  and  udcoi 

Ham.   0   wonderful   sou,    that   car 

so  astonish  a 

mother! — But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  thi» 

mother's  admiration  ?   impart. 

Ro.   She   desires  to  speak   with  you  in  her  closet 

ere  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.   We   shall  obey  were  she  ter 

times  our  mo- 

ther.      Have  you  any  farther  trade  w 

th  us  > 

Ro.   My  lord,  you  once  did  love  m 

Ham.   And  do  still,  by  these  picke 

s  and  steal  en.' 

Ro.   Good  my   lord,   what   is   you 

cause  of  dii- 

1  i.  e.  hj  these  bands. 

temper?  you  do  surely  bar  the  door  upon  your  own 
liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.   Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Ro.  How  can  (hat  be,  when  you  have  the  voice 
of  the  king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark? 

Ham.   Ay,  sir,  but,  *  while  the  grass   grows,' 

the  proverb  is  something  rou9ty. 


Enter  players,  with  recorders. 
O,  the  recorders  : — let   me   see   one.— To   withdraw 

with  you  ; Why  do   you  go  about  to  recover  the 

wind  of  me,  aa  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 
Guil.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you 
play  upon  this  pipe  ? 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.   I  pray  vou. 

Guil.   Believe 'me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.   I  know  no  touch  of  if,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Tis  as  easy  as  lying  :  govern  these  ven- 
tages1 with  your  finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath 
with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  most  elo- 
quent music.      Look  you,  these  are  the  stops. 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  ut- 
terance of  harmony  :   1  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 


Cal 

,., 

Go 


you  mane  of  me.  You  «ou~)&  play  upon  me;  you 
would  seem  to  know  my  stops;  you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  mystery  ;  yijd  Would  sound  me 
from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass ;  iind 
there  is  much  music,  excellent  voice,  in  -this  little 
organ  j  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak.  -  Sbbod.  do 
you  think  I  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than"  .£  pipe  ? 
Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  6an 
cannot  play  upon  me. 


Enter 


God  bless  you,  sir! 

Po.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you, 
and  presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that  'a  almost  in 
shape  of  a  camel  ? 

Po.   By  the  muss,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks,  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Po.   It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  whale  ? 

Po.   Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by. 
— Tiiey  foul  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.1 — I  will 
come  liy  and  by. 

Pa.   I  will  say  so.  [&*'*'  Polonius. 

Hum.  By  and  by  is  easily  said. — Leave  me, 
friend*.  [Exeunt  Ro.  Gail.  Ho.  Ac. 

v  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 


When   churchyards  yawii:   and    he] 


Contagion   to   this,  "world  : 

blocjo",/  ". 
And  do  such  business  as  th 
Would,  quake    to    look   o 

"  *.."*«iother. — 
0,"_5^art,  lose  not  thy  nature  ;  let  not 
.TJie'-soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  hosoi 
Vet  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 
1  will  speak  daggers 
My  tongue  and  soul 
How  in  my  words  so 
To  give  them  seals," 


could   1  drink  hot 


Soft:'    t 


this  be  hypocrites. 

;r  she  be  shent,1 

ver,  my  soul,  consent ! 


Enter  a 


G,    kOSKNCRANTZ,   and 


King.   I  like  him  not;   nor  stands  it  safe  with  us, 
To  let  his  madness  range  :  therefore,  prepare  you  ; 
1  your  commission  will  forthwith  despatch. 
And  be  to  England  shall  along  with  you  : 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Gail.  We  will  ourselves  provide  : 
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Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is. 

To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe. 

That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majesty. 

Ro.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound. 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind. 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance  ;   but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What  's  near  it,  with  it ;   it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  mortised  and  adjoia'd  ;   which,  when  it  falls. 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence. 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.      Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.     Arm   you,    I   pray   you,    to    this    speedy 
voyage ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Ro.  Gail.  We  wUl  haste  us. 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  G-iildenslera, 


Po.   My  lord,  he  's  going  to  his  mother's  closet ; 
Behind  the  arras  I  '11  convey  myself. 
To  hear  the  process ;   I  '11   warrant,   she  '11   tax  lii  h 


u  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 

:hat  some  more  audience  than  a  moiner. 
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Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.      Fare  you  well,  my  liege  : 
I  'II  cull  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

King.  Thanks,  deer  my  lord. 

[Exit  Poloiiiut, 
O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven  : 
It  hath  the  primal,  eldest  curse  upon  't  ;— 
A  Brother's  murder !      Pray  can  I  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  shurp  us  will : 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 
And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood  ? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 
To  wasli  it  white  as  snow  ?     Whereto  serves  mercy, 
But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ? 
And  what  's  in  prayer,  but  this  twofold  force; — 
To  be  forestalled  ere  we  come  to  fall. 
Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?  Then  I  'II  look  up ; 
My  fault  is  past :   but,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  ?   Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  !— 
That  cannot  be,  since  I  am  still  possess 'd 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder;  — 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  the  offence? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice ; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Uuys  out  the  law :  but  'tis  not  so  above ; 


there  the 


n   li.v 


Yet 

O  « 
Oli 

Art 
Bov 


ature,  and  we  ourselves  compellM. 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 
To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  ?  what  rests  ? 
Try  what  repentance  can  :   what  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it.  when  one  cannot  repent? 

itched  state  !   O  bosom,  black  as  death ! 
0  limed  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  free, 

engaged  !    Help,  angels,  make  assay  ! 
Bow,  stubborn  knees!  and,  heart,  with  strings  of 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe  : 

may  be  well !  [retires  and  kneels. 


Enter  iiamu 


he  is 


Ham.   Now  migbt  I  do  it,  pat, 
And  now  I  'II  do  't : — and  so  he  goes  to  hea 
And  so  am  I  revenged  ?    That  would  be  sea 
A  villain  kills  my  father;   and,  for  that, 
I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread  ; 
With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  as 


And 

how   bis    audit 

stand 

,    wh 

j    knows. 

■m 

Heaven  ? 

but. 

in 

or  circumstance  and 

of  thought 

*H»  hea 

y  with  him : 

nd  am 

I  thei 

revenged. 
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To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  for  his  passage  ? 

No. 

Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent : l 

When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 

Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed ; 

At  gaming,  swearing ;  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in  't ; 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven. 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays : 

This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.         [Exit. 

The  King  rises,  and  advances. 

King.    My   words   fly   up,  my  thoughts  remain 
below : 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

[Exit. 

SCENE    IV. 

Another  room  in  the  same. 

Enter  queen  and  polonivb. 

Po.  He  will  come  straight.     Look,  you  lay  home 
to  him: 
Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear 
with; 


1  Seizure,  surpriaal. 
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And  that  your  grace 

hath  screen 

J  and  stood  be- 

Much heat  and  him. 

I  '11  silence  i 

ne  ev'n  here. 

Pray  yoi 

i,  be  round  v. 

ith  him. 

o«™ 

1*11* 

i' arrant  you ; 

Foum. 

not. — Withe 

raw  ;   I  hear  hi™  coming. 

EfUa 

tiu.t  hides  ftiiase(f. 

Enter  h*ulET. 

Ham. 

Now,  mothe 

r;  what's  the  matter?   , 

Queen 

.    Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy 

father  much  of- 

fended. 

Ham. 

Mother,   you    have    my 

father  much  of- 

fended. 

Queen 

'  Mg»».  "" 

ae,   you   ansv 

m  with   an   idle 

Hum. 

Go,    go,    you    question 

with    a    wicked 

tongue. 

Queen 

.  Why,  how 

now.  Hamlet 

i 

Ham. 

What '» 

the  matter  now  ? 

Queen 

.   Have  you  f 

orgot  me  ? 

Ham. 

No,  by 

the  rood,1  not  eo  : 

You  are 

the  queen,  your  husband's 

brother's  wife ; 

Ah'l, — would  it  were 

not  so! — you 

.  are  my  mother. 

Q'tm 

.  Nay,  then 

I  '11   set   those  to  you  that  can 

speak. 

mm. 

Come,  coroi 

:,  and  ait  you 

down  ;   you  shall 

not  budge ; 

ii  go  not,  till  I 
Where  you  may 
Quern.   What 


see  the  inmost  part  of  yoi 
wilt  thou  do  r   thou  wilt  n 


Help,  help,  ho ! 

Po.    [behind.]   What,  ho  1  help  ! 
Ham.    How  dow  !  a  rat  ?    [draws.']  Dead,  for  a 
ducat,  dead. 

[Hamlet  makes  a  pass  through  the  arras. 

Po.    [behind.]   O,  I  am  slain.  [falls,  and  dies. 

Queen.  O  ine,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

If  mil.  Nay,  I  know  not  : 

[s  it  the  king? 

[lifts  up  the  arras,  and  draws  forth  Palonius. 
Queen.     O,    what    a    rush    and     bloody    deed    is 

this! 
Ham.    A    bloody   deed : — almost    aa   bad,    good 
mother, 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  bis  brother. 
Queen.  As  kill  a  king  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell ! 

[to  Puloi'iut . 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better;  take  thy  fortune: 
Thou  find'st,  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. — 
Leave    wringing    of   your  hands:     peace;     t\*    you 

And  let  me  wring  your  heart;  for  Bo  I  shall. 
If  it  be  mude  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  have  not  brazed  it  so, 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 


Qbwh.   What  have  I  done,  that  Uiou  dare 
thy  tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Hum.  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty  : 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite  ;   takes  off  the  ruse 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage  von 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths  :   O,  such  a  deed, 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  '  plucks 
The  very  soul,  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words  :   heaveu's  face  doth  gloi 
Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristful5  visage,  as  against  the  doom, 
la  thought- sick  a 


Ah  ■ 


what  a 


That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  ? ' 
Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  picture  and  on  this 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow  : 
Hyperion's  4  curb  ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself ; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command . 
A  station5  like  the  herald  Mercury. 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven -kissing  hill ; 
A  combination  and  a  form  indeed, 
Tiere  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 


*  Stitiou  here  men 


To  ffive  the  world  a 
This  was  your  husband. — Look  you  now,   what  fol- 
lows ; 
Here  is  your  husband,  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.      Have  you  eyes  r 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten  ■  on  this  moor  ?     Ha  !   have  you  eyes  f 


t  call  it  love  ;    for,  i 


rage, 


a  thrall'd, 
ntity  of  choice. 


The  heyday  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it  's  humble. 
And   waits    upon    the   judgment;    and   what  judg- 

Would   step   from    this   to   this  ?     Sense,5  sure,  you 

Else   could   you   not  have   motion  ;    but.   sure,   that 

Is  apoplex'd  ;   for  n 

Nor  sense  to  ecstas 

But  it  reserved  son: 

To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  v 

That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  .'  * 

Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 

Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  amelling  sans5  all, 

Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 

Could  not  so  mope.6 

O  shame,  where  is  thy  blush  ?    Rebellious  hell. 

If  thou  canst  routine  in  a  matron's  bones. 

To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 


'  Grow  fat.  ■  Sensation.  '  Alienati 

'  Bn'ndmanVbuff,  '  Without, 

•  Could  not  exhibit  10  much  Mupiditr, 


Ste 

i 


And  melt  in  her  own  fire  ;   proclaim  no  shame, 
When  the  compulsive  ardor  gives  the  charge ; 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  burn, 
And  reason  panders  well. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  speak  do  mon 

Thou  turn'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul; 
And  there  1  see  such  black  mid  grained  spots. 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct, 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamed  bed  ; 
Btew'd  in  corruption  ;   honeying,  and  making  love 
the  nasty  sty ; 

Queen,  O,  speak  to  me  no  more  : 

■sc  words  like  daggers  entjr  in  mine  ears: 
more,  sweet  HamL-t. 

flam.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  : — a  vice  of  kings :  ' 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule; 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket 


Quee 


No  [i 


Enter  ghost. 
Ham.   A  king  of  shreds  and  patches. — 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings. 
You  heavenly  guards! — What  would  your  gracious 
figure  ? 


e  >u  U»  ibo    of  lie 


&«« 


Alas,  he's  mad. 


//«m.     Do    you    not 


your    tardy   son   w 


That,  lapsed  In  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  ? 
O,  say  ! 

Ghost.  Do  not  Forget,  this  visitation 
la  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look !   amazement  on  thy  mother  sits  : 
0,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul ; 
Conceit '  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works ; 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  f 

Queen.  Alaa,  how  is't  with  you. 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy, 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  diacourse  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  sold u: its  in  the  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.     O  gentle  snn, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.      Whereon  do  yuu  look? 

Hum.   On   him!    on  him! — Look   you,   how   pale 
he  glares ! 
His  form  and 
Wi.iii  Id   make 


:ause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  stones, 
them  capable.5 — Do  not   look   apt 


Lest,  with  this  pitec 


ned  iviib  undtraunaiug 


My  stern  effects : "   then  what  I  have  to  do 

"Will  want  true  color;   tears,  perchance,  for  bloo>1> 

Queen.    I'u  whom  do  you  speak  thir? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there  i 

Queen.   Nothing  at  all ;   yet  all,  that  is,  I  see. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 

Queen.  No,  nothing,  but  ourselves. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there  1  look,   how  it  steals 

My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  lived! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal ! 
[Exit  Ghost. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain  : 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy  s 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy! 
My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  music.      It  is  not  madness, 
Th»l  I  have  utter'd  :  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  reword,  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.      Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks  : 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place  ; 
Whilst  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  Heaven; 
Itepent  what 's  past ;   avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
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To  make  them  ranker.      Forgive  me  this  my  virtue  ; 

For,  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  limes. 

Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg ; 

Yen,  curb '  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  gcod. 

Queen.   O   Hamlet!   thou   hast  cleft  my   heart  in 

Ham.   0,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :   hut  go  not  to  my  uncle's  bed  , 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 
Of  habit's  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this ; 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock  or  livery, 
That  aptly  is  put  on.      Refrain  to-night; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence;   the  next  more  easy: 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 
And  either  curb  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night ; 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 
I  *11  blessing  beg  of  you.— Fur  this  same  lord, 

[  pointing  to  Polonlut. 
I  do  repent ;  but  Heaven  hath  pleased  it  so, — 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  1  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  biro,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  1  gave  him  ;  so,  again,  good  night  1— 
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I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind : 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. — 

But  one  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  1  do  ? 

Ham.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do : 
Let  the  hloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek  |   c:dl  you  his  mouse ; 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  '  kisses, 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers. 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out. 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness, 
But  mad  in  craft :   'twere  good,  you  let  him  know  : 
For  who,  that 's  but  a  queen,  fair,  soher,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock.'-'  from  a  bat,  a  gib,1 
Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?    who  would  do  so? 
No,  in  despite  of  tense  and  secresy, 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top; 
Let  the  birds  fly  ;   and,  like  the  famous  ape, 
To  try  conclusions,*  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.    Be  thou  assured,  if  words   be    made  of 
breath. 
And  breath  of  life,  J  have  no  !ne  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.   I  must  to  England;   you  know  that? 

Queen.  Alack ! 

I  had  forgot;   'tis  so  concluded  on. 
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Ham.  There  's  letters  seal'd ;  and  my  two  school* 
fellows, — 
Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  fang'd,1 — 
They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery :  let  it  work ; 
For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar ;  *  and  it  shall  go  hard, 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon  :  O,  'tis  most  sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet. — 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing. 
I  '11  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbor  room. — 
Mother,  good  night. — Indeed,  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave. 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish,  prating  knave. — 
Come,  sir*  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. — 
Good  night,  mother. 

[Exeunt  severally ;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Polonius. 


1  i.  ••  with  their  poisonous  teeth  undrawn. 
*  Blown  up  with  his  own  bomb. 


fate?      KINO,      QUEEN,     ] 


King.    There  's  matter  in  these  sighs,  these  pro- 
found heaves : 
ii  must  translate :  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
iVhere  is  your  son  ? 

wn.   Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while.— 
[to  Rosmcrant:  nnd  GuUdenslern,  who  go  our. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night ! 
J\iag,   What,  Gertrude?     How  does  Hamlet? 
Queen.   Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when  both  con- 

Which  is  the  mightier.      In  his  lawless  tit. 

Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir. 

He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  •  A  rat !   a  rat  1' 

And,  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 

The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed  ! 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there. 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas!  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer'.]  ' 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 


Should   have   kept   short,   re strain' a,    and    out    of 

This  mad  young  man  ;  but,  so  much  was  our  love, 

We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit ; 

Hut,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 

Even  on  the  pith  of  life.      Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.   To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd ; 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore. 
Among  a  mineral  •  of  metals  base. 
Shows  itself  pure :   he  weeps"  for  what  is  done. 

King.  0,  Gertrude,  come  away  1 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence;   and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill. 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho !   Guildenstern ! 


Enter  a 


aild  iiUILDESSTERN*, 


Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  farther  aid ; 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Folonius  slain, 
Aud  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him. 
Go,  seek  him  out ;   speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Ro.  and  Gait, 
Come,  Gertrude,  we  '11  call  up  our  wisest  friends. 
And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what  's  untimely  done  :   so,  haply,  slander, — 


ffhose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 
Aa  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank,' 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot, — may  miss  o 
And  hit  the  woundless  air.— 0,  come  awa 
My  iiiul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay. 


{Exeunt, 


Another  room  in  the  same. 
Enter  hamlet. 

Ham.     Safely     stowed.— [So.    Ac. 

mlet!    lord  Hamlet ! ']    But   soft;  what 
a  calls  on  Hamlet  ?  0,  here  they  come. 


my 

Ro.   What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead 
body? 

Ham,   Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Ro.    Tell  us  where  'tis;    that  we  may  take  it 
thence, 
And  hear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Ro.   Believe  what  ? 

Ham  That  1  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not 
mine  own.  Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge ! 
what  replication  should  be  made  by  the  son  or  n 
king? 

Ro.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  ? 
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Hunt.  Ay.  sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  coun- 
tenance, his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such 
officers  do  the  king  best  service  in  the  end  i  he 
keeps  them,  like  an  ape.  in  the  corner  of  Lis  jaw  ; 
first  mouthed,  to  he  last  swallowed ;  when  he  needs 
what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  I 
ond,  sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Ro.   I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.   1  am  glad  of  it  :   a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in 
a  foolish  ear. 

Ro.   My  lord,  you  must  tell  U3  where  the  body  is, 
and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.   The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is 
not  with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing 

Guit.   A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing:  bring  me  to  him.     Hide  fox. 
and  all  after.1  [Exeunt, 


Another  room  in  the  same. 

Eider  king,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find 

How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose  ! 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him: 
He  's  loved  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes 


And,  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  wcigh'd, 
Hut   never   the  offence.     To  bear  all  smooth  and 


This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause  :  diseases,  desperate  grown, 
!y  desperate  Appliance  are  relieved. 

Enter  rosenchantz. 


Or  not  at  all. — How  now  f  what  hath  befallen  ? 

Ro.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

I     King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Ro.  Without,   my   lord  ;   guarded,   to  know  yo 
King.   Bring  him  before  us. 
Ro.   Ho,  Guildcnstern  !   bring  in  my  lord. 


Eater  s 


ulet  and  i 


King.   Now,  Hamlet,  where 'a  Polonlua? 

Ham.   At  supper. 

King.  At  supper  f    Where  ? 

Mum.  Not  where  be  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten  : 
a  certain  convocation  <•(  politic  worms  are  ev'n  at 
him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet: 
we  fat  all  creatures  else,  to  fat  us ;  and  we  fat  our- 
eelvea  for  maggiits:  your  fnt  king,  and  your  lean 
beggar,  is  but  variable  oiTvice  :  two  dishes,  but  to 
one  table  ,  that 's  tbe  end. 

King.   Alas,  alas  ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath 
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eat  of  a  king,  and  eat  of  the   fish  that   hath   fed  ol 
that  worm. 

Kim/.   What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  ? 
Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may 
;o  a  progress  through  the  gilts  of  a  beggar. 
King.   Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  in  heaven;  send  thither  to  see.:  if  your 
nessenger  find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other 
place  yourself:  but,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  net 
liin  this  month,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up 
the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.   Go,  seek  him  there.        [to  some  Attendants. 
Ham.   He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 
King.     Hamlet,     this     deed,     for    thine     especiul 

Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 

f  that  which  thou  bast  done, — must  send  thee 

With  fiery  quickness  :   therefore  prepare  thyself; 
f  he  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help ; 
The  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
"lit  England. 
Ham.         For  England  ? 
King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

King.   So  is  it,  If  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 
Ham.   I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  tbem  :  but,  come ; 
or  England  ! — Farewell,  dear  mother. 
King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 
Ham.   My  mother:   father  and  mother  is  man  and 
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□an  and  wife  is  one  ftesh ;   and  so,  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England.  [.Srif, 

King.   Follow  him  at  foot ;   tempt  him  with  speed 
aboard ; 
it  not :  I  '1!  have  him  hence  to-night : 
Away  ;  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair :  pray  you,  make  haste. 
[Exeunt  Rostncranti  and  Guildenstern. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught. 


(As  my  great 


thereof  may  give  thee  sense: ; 
cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 


After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
I'ays  homage  to  us)  thou  mayst  not  coldly  set1 
Our  sovereign  process  ;  which  imports  at  full. 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England; 
For,  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood,  he  rages, 
And  thou  must  cure  me  :   till  I  know  'tis  done, 
er  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin. 


A  plain  in  Denmark. 
Enter  fortinbras  and  Forces  marching. 
Go,   captain ;    from    me    greet   the  Danish 
king : 
'ell  him,  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinhrai 


es  the  conveyance  of  a  promised  march 
■  his  kingdom.      You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  hia  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye. 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do 't,  my  lord. 

For.   Go  softly  on. 

[Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  Force*. 

Ham.  Good  sir,  whose  powers  are  these  ? 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham.  How  purposed,  sir, 

1  pray  you  ? 

Cap.         Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who 

Commands  them,  sir? 

Cap.  The  nephew  io  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  sir. 
Or  for  some  frontier  ? 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  sir,  and  with  no  addition. 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground. 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name  : 
To  [lay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why.  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.   Yes,  'tis  already  garrison'd. 

Ham.   Two   thousand   souls,  and  twentv  thousand 
ducats. 


Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw  ! 
This  is  the  impoathume  of  much  wealth  and  peace  ; 
That  inward  breaki,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies. — I  humbly  thank  you,  air. 

Cap.   God  be  wi'you,  sir.  [Exit  Captain. 

So.  Will 't  please  you  go.  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  will  be  with  you  straight.     (Jo  »  Utile 
before.  {Exeunt  Ro.  and  Quit. 

How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge  !     What  is  a  man. 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time. 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  ?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  He,  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse,1 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  ami  godlike  reason 
To  fust'  in  us  unused.      Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven5  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, — 
A  thought,  which,  quarter 'd,  hath  but  one  part  wis- 


dom 


And  ever  three  parts  coward  ; — I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say,   '  This  thing's  to  do:' 

1  I  liave  cause,  and  will,    and   strength,    and 


'o  do  't.     Examples  gross  as  earth  exhort  me  i 
fitness,  this  army,  of  such  mass  and  charge, 
:d  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 


Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puff'd. 

Makes  mouths  iit  the  invisible  e 

Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure. 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

Even  for  an  egg-shell.      Rightly  to  be  great. 

Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument; 

But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  ;i  straw 

When  honor  's  at  the  stake.      How  stand  I  then. 

That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  stain'd, 

Excitements  of  my  reason  and  my  blond. 

And  let  all  sleep?   while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men, 

That,  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame, 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds  ;  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent.1 

To  hide  the  slain  ? — O,  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth  ! 

(Exit. 


Ehinore.     A  room  In  the  castle. 
Enter  queen1  and  hobatio. 

Queen.   I  will  not  speak  with  her. 
Ho.   She  Is  importunate  ;  indeed,  distra.'t; 
ler  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 
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Queen.  What  would  she  have  ? 

Ho.    She   speaks   much   of  her   father ;  says,   she 

tricks  i'  the  world  ,  and  hems,  and  heats  her 

;nviously  at  straws  ;   speaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  sense  ;   her  speech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection  :  '   they  aim3  at  it, 
Aud  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts ; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and   nods,   and  gestures   yield 

Indeed   would    make    one    think,    there   might   be 

thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Queen.   'Twere  good    she  were   spoken  with ;    for 

she  may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 
J.el  her  come  in.  [Exit  Horatio. 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 


Jte-enler 
Oph.    Where  is  the  1 


iteous  majesty   of   Den- 
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Queen.  How  now,  Ophelia  ? 

Oph,  '  How  should  I  your  true  love  know 
From  another  one  ? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  staff, 

And  his  sandal  shoon.'  2  [singing. 

Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  scng  ? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

'  He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady,  [sings. 

He  is  dead  and  gone ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf, 

At  his  heels  a  stone.' 

O,  ho! 

Queen.  Nay,  hut,  Ophelia, 


Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

1  White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow/ 

[sings  t 

Enter  king. 
Quern.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.      '  Larded  all  with  sweet  flowers ; 
Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go, 
With  true-love  showers.' 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady  ? 


1   Shop.. 
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Oph. 

Well.  God  'jeld  you !  They  say,  the  owl  m* 

a  baker 

s  daughter.     Lord,  we  know  what  we  are, 

'int  know  not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your 

table  ! 

King 

Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph. 

Pray,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this;  but 

whrn  they  ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this  :- — 

■  To  morrow  is  Saint  Valentine's  day. 

Al!  in  the  morning  betime  ; 

And  I  a  maid  at  your  window. 

To  be  your  Valentine : 

■  Then  up  he  rose,  and  don'd  his  clothes. 

And  dupp'd  the  chamber  door ; 

Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 

Never  departed  more.' 

Km<f 

Pretty  Ophelia ! 

Oph. 

Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I  '11  make  an  in  1 
on  1: 

'  By  Gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  ahamel 

Young  men  will  do  't  if  they  come  to  't ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 

'  Quoth  she.  Before  you  tumbled  me. 

You  promised  me  to  wed  : 

[H,  ,n,»m.] 

So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun. 

An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed.' 

Wll                                                XIT                                                        > 
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King.   How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 

Oph.  1  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  roust  i>e 
patient ;  but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think 
they  should  lay  him  i"  the  cold  ground.  My  brother 
shall  know  of  it,  and  so  I  tbauk  you  for  your  good 
counsel.  Come,  my  coach!  Good  night,  ladies; 
good  night,  sweet  ladies  :  good  night,  good  night. 

[Exit. 

King.   Follow  her  close  ;   give  her  good   watch,  I 
pray  you.  [Exit  Horatio. 

0  !  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death  ;  and  now  behold, 
O  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies. 
But  So  battalions  I     First,  her  father  slain ; 
Next,  your  son  gone;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove  :  the  people  muddied, 
Thick    and    unwholesome    in    their    thoughts    and 

For   good   Polonius'   death  ;   and  we  have   done   but 

greenly,' 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him  :   poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgment. 
Without  the  which  we  arc  pictures  or  mere  beastat 
Lost,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these, 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France ; 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  cloud*. 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 


1  Will  in!  j  u<!  [m  tot. 


i 


With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 

ar,      O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
ke  to  a  murdering  piece,  in  many  places 

perfluous  death  I  [a  noise  i 

Queen.  Alack !  what  noise  i: 


King.  Attend. 
Where   are    my    Switzers  ?     Let    them    guard   the 

What  is  the  matter  ? 

Gen.  Save  yourself,  my  lord  : 

The  ocean,  overpcering  of  his  list,1 
Eats  rot  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste, 
Thau  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers.     The  rabble  call  him  lord  ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin. 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry,  '  Choose  we  ;  Laertes  shall  be  king ! ' 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues  applaud  it  to  the  clouds ; — 
'  Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king ! ' 

Queen.    How  cheerfully   on   the   falsi!   trail'  they 

O,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs.1 
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Kv,g. 

The  doors  ar 

broke.                   [write  riikin. 

Enter  laertes  armed,  dine!  following. 

I-r. 

Where  is   th 
without. 

s  king  * — Sirs,  stand   yon  all 

0m 

No,  let 's  co 

me  in. 

Laer. 

I  pray  you.  give  me  leave. 

*■" 

We  will,  we 

win. 

[they  retire  without  the  door. 

Laer. 

I  thank  you 

keep  the  door. — 0  thou  vile 

Give  me 

my  father. 

)- 

Ca 

mly,  good  Laertes. 

"■ 

That  drop  o 

me  bastard, 

blood   that  '■  calm  proclaims 

Cries  cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  harlot 

Even  here,  between  th 

s  chaste  unsmirched  '  brow 

Of  my  1 

Tie  mother. 

King. 

What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  th] 

rebellion  loo' 

s  so  giant-like  ; — 

Let  him 

jo,  Gertrude 

do  not  fear  our  person  : 

There's 

such  divinity 

loth  hedge  a  king,            * 

That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 

Acts  lirie  of  his  wilL- 

-Tell  me,  Laertes, 

Why   tfiou  art  thus    incensed; — let   him   fro,  Cer- 

trade: — 

Speak,  n 

Laer. 

Where  is  my 

fctWr 

» 

imniiiii*. 

King. 

Dead. 

Quten. 

But  i 

ot  by  him. 

King.   Let  hit 

i  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.   How   c 

ame   he   dead  ?     1 11  Bo 

t  be  juggled 

with: 

To  hell,  allegiance  !   vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience  and  grace,  to  the  pro  found  est  pit! 
I  dare  damnation  :  to  this  point  I  stand  ; — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes ;  only  1  "U  be  revenged 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  «tav  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world's; 
And,  for  my  means,  I  '11  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's   death,   is 't  writ   in  yoiii  re- 

yenge, 
That,   sweepstake,   you  will   draw   both  friend  and 

foe, 
Winner  and  loser  t 

Laer.   None  hut  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then  t 

Laer.  To  his   good  friends  thus  wide  I  '11  o|ie  my 

And,  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican, 
Repwt  them  with  my  blood. 

Kin,j.  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death. 
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And  hid  moat  sensibly  in  grief  for  it, 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  'pear. 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes,   [within.]  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now  !  what  noise  is  that I 

Enter  ophelia,  fantastically  dressed  with  straws  exd 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains  !   tears,  seven  times  salt, 

Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  ! — 

By  heaven,  tliy  madness  shall  be  paid  with  weight, 

Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     0  rose  of  May  ! 

Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia!— 

O  heavens !   is  't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 

Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  P 

Nature  is  fine  in  love  ;   and,  where  'tis  fine. 

It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 

After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph,   '  They  bore  him  barefaced  on  the  bier ; 
Hey  no  nanny,  nonny  hey  nonny : 
And  in  his  grave  roin'd  many  a  tear." — 

Fare  yon  well,  my  dove  ! 

Laer.   Hadst   thou   thy   wits,   and  didst  persuade 

It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.    You  must  sing,  '  Down  a-down,  nn  you  Pall 
a  &-down-a.'     O,  how    the  wheel1  becomes  it! 


1    Chi  huribun  of  the  *]■>(. 
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It  is  the  false  steward  thut  stole  his  master's 
daughter. 

Lner.  This  nothing  's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There  's  rosemary,  that  'a  for  remcmbianee  ; 
pray  you,  love,  remember :  and  there  is  pansies, 
that  'a  for  thoughts. 

Liter.  A  document  in  madness;  thoughts  and  re- 
membrance fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines: 
— there  'a  rue  for  you  ;  and  here  's  some  for  me  : — ■ 
we  may  call  it  herb  of  grace  o'  Sundays  :— you  may 
wear  your  rue  with  a  difference.1 — There  's  a  daisy: 
—  I  would  give  you  some  violets,  but  they  withered 
all  when  my  father  died  : — they  say,  he  made  a  good 


'  For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy.'      [sings. 

Laer.    Thought    and    affliction,    passion,  hell    it- 
Belf, 
ihe  turns  to  favor  and  to  prettiness. 


Oph.   '  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No,  no,  he  is  dead  ; 

Go  to  thy  death -bed  ; 

lie  never  will  come  again. 


[sings. 


•  i.  «.  by  ils  Sunday  m 


'  Hi*  heard  wat  at  *-iute  at 
And  we  oiM  artir  Dioan 


i.  I  jiret  Gud-     God  be  wf 

Z^r.  Do  rem  «*  tin*.  O  G«j  ? 
Kimf.  Jjaert«,  I  moat  Mnmu<  with  ywmr  grieC, 
Of  yo»  deny  n*e  rirfct.      Go  bat  ■fart. 


And  fibty  «*>*■  Ik»  *«**  jud£*  *«W*  tmuijim. 

Jf  by  direct  or  by  euUatenJ  haad 

They  find  n*  touch'  d.  Me  will  our  kingdom  pre. 

Oaf  crown,  our  life,  and  til  that  we  call  owe. 

To  you  io  aatirfaction  :  but,  H  w*. 

Be  yon  content  to  lend  roar  patience  to  ut, 

nod  we  thai!  jointly  labur  with  tout  bobI 

To  gi*e  it  du*  content. 

Locr.  Let  tli  is  be  bo  ; 

Hi»  meant  of  death,  hi>  obtcore  funeral ; — 
No  trophy,  sword,  not  hatchment  o'er  hie  booct. 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation  ; 
Cry  to  be  htiird,  a*  'twere  from  hearen  to  eartk, 
That  I  must  call 't  in  quettioa. 

King .  So  you  shall ; 


And.  where  the  offence  is.  let  the  great  a 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me. 


Another  room  in  tie  same. 
Enter  hobvtio  and  sehvant. 


Ho.   What  arc  they  that  would  speak  with  a.et 
Ser.  Sailors,  sir: 

They  fay,  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Ho.  Let  them  come  in. — 

{Exit  Servant. 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  he  greeted,  if  riot  from  lord  Hamlet. 

1  Sail.   God  hless  you,  sir. 

Ho.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

1  Sail.  He  shall,  sir,  an  't  please  him.  There  '» 
a  letter  for  you,  sir  r  it  comes  from  the  ambassador 
that  was  bound  for  England,   if  your  name  be   Ilo- 

Ho.  {reads.']  '  Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  havu 
overlooked  this,  give  these  fellows  some  meana  to  the 
king:  they  have  letters  for  liim.  Ere  we  were  two 
days  old  at  sea,  a  pirate  of  very  warlike  appointment 
gave  us  chase:  finding  ourselves  too  elow  of  sail, 
we  put  on  a  compelled  valor,  and  in  the  grapple  I 
boarded  them :   on  the  inBtant,  they  got  clear  of  our 
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ship;  so  I  alone  became  their  prisoner.  Thev  have 
dealt  with  mc  like  thieves  of  mercy,  but  they  knew 
what  they  did  :  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them. 
J.et  the  king  have  the  letters  1  have  sent;  and 
repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  haste  as  thou 
wouldst  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  speak  in  thine 
ear  will  make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too 
light  for  the  bore  of  the  matter.  These  good 
fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am.  Rosencrantz 
and  Guildenstern  hold  their  course  for  England  :  of 
them  1  have  much  to  tell  thee.      Farewell. 

'  He  that  tliou  knowest  thine,  hamlet.' 

Come,  I  wiil  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters ; 

And  do  't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.         [Exeunt. 


Another  room  in  the  same. 
Enter  king  and  Laertes. 
King.   Now  must  yuur  conscience  my  acqui 

And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend 
Sitli  L  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  -.■ 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain, 
Pursued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears. — But  tell  jne. 


ittaneo 
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Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 

So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 

A*   by    your   safety,   greatness,   wisdom,   all  things 

You  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons ; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinewd, 
But  yet  to  me    they  are  Btrong.     The   queen    bif 

mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  myself, 
{My  virtue  or  ray  plague,  be  it  either  which) 
She  is  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  public  count  1  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  genera!  gender  '  bear  him  ; 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Work  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  to  stone. 
Convert  his  gyves  *  to  graces ;   so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timber'd  for  so  loud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  1  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.   And  so  have  1  a  noble  father  lost; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms; 

s  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again,1 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 

r  her  perfections  !— But  my  revenge  will  come. 
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King.   Break   not  your  sleeps  far  that :   you  must 
not  think, 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger, 
And    think    it    pastime.       You    shortly    shall    hear 


I  loved  your  father,  and  we  love  our: 
And  that,  I  hope,  wilj  teach  you  to  i 
How  now  ?   what  news  ? 


slfj 


Enter  messenger. 

Mes.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 

This  to  your  majesty;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.   From  Hamlet !     Who  brought  them  ? 
Mes.   Sailors,   my  lord,  they  say:    1  saw  them 

They  were  given  me  by  Claudio ;   he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them, — 

Leave  us.  [Exit  Messenger. 

[reads.']  '  High  and  mighty,  you  shall  know  1  am 
set  naked  on  your  kingdom  :  to-morrow  shall  I  beg 
leave  to  see  your  kingly  eyes;  when  I  shall,  first 
asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount  the  occasions 
of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  return. 


What   should  this  mean 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and 


?    Are  all  the  rest  coma 
io  such  thing  ? 


Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character.      '  Naked.'— 

And,  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  '  alone.' 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.   I  am  lost  in  it.  my  lord  :  but  let  him  come 
Tt  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart, 
That  1  shall  live,  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
■  Thus  diddest  thou.' 

King.  If  it  be  po,  Laertes, — 

As  how  should  it  be  so  i — how  otherwise  ? — 
Will  you  be  ruled  by  me  ? 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord  ; 

o  you  will  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To   thine  own   peace.      If  lie    be   now   « 

As  checking  at '  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it, — I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe. 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice. 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  ruled ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so, 
That  1  might  be  the  organ. 

Amy.  It  falls  right. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality. 
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We   should   do   when 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  a 
As  there  are  tongues,  u 


>uld;   for  this   -would' 


delays  as  roanv, 
hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  'should'  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That   hurts   by  easing.     But,  to  the   quick  o'  the 

Hamlet  comes  back:   what  would  you  undertake. 
To  show  yourself  in  deed  your  father's  son 
More  than  in  words  r 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'the  church. 

King.   No  place,  indeed,  should   murder   s 


Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.  But,  good  Laertes 
Will  you  do  this  ?   Keep  close  within  your  chamber : 
Hamlet,  return 'd,  shall  know  you  are  come  home ; 
We  'H  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The   Frenchman   gave  you;   bring  you,   in  fine,  to- 
gether. 
And  wager  o'er  your  heads:  he,  being  remiss. 
Most  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  yon  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,1  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice. 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  will  do  't  s 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I  '11  anoint  my  sword. 


1  Not  blunted  in  foils  ma. 


It    0 

Ma; 
Ant 
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ught  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
irtal,  that,  but  din  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  cataplasm  ko  rare. 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death. 
That  js  but  scratch'd  withal  :   I  '11  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that,  ii'  1  gall  him  slightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let 's  farther  think  of  this  ; 

:  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means, 
iy  fit  us  to  our  shape  :   if  this  should  fail, 
ind     thai    our    drift    look    through    our    bad    per 
formance, 
'Twere  better  not  assay' d  ;   therefore,  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
Jf  this  should  blast  in  proof.1    Soft ; — let  me  see  ;— 
We  '11  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings.* — 
I  ha  't. 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
(As  make  your  bout?  more  violent  to  that  end) 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I  '11  have  preferr'd  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce;1  whereon  but  sipping, 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venoni'd  stuck,'1 
Our    purpose    may    hold    there.— But,    stay,     win' 


i'j     i' rr.  vi  in     i 
the  purpOM. 


How  now,  sweet  queen  ? 

Queen.   One  woe  doth  (read  upon  another's  heel-. 
So  fast  they  follow.     Your  sister  's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Imet.  Drown'd!  0,  where  ? 

liuecn.    There   is    a  willow   grows    ascuunt    U'e 

That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 

Therewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 

Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 

That  liberal l  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 

But   our    cold    maids    do    dead    men's    fingers    call 

them: 
There  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  a  liver  broke ; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
Fell    in    the    weeping    brook.      Her  clothes     spread 

And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up: 
Which  time,  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes ; 
As  one  incapable5  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  he. 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas,  then,  she  is  nYowuM? 


Queen.   Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Latr.  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelim. 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick  ;   Nature  her  custom  holds, 
l.ct  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone. 
The  woman  will  be  out. — Adieu,  my  lord  ! 
T  have  a  speech  of  fire,  thnt  fain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  [Erit. 

King.  Let  'a  follow,  Gertrude. 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  again  ; 
Therefore  let 's  follow.  [Exeunt, 


ACT 


BA  churchyard. 
Enter  two  clowns,  with  spades 
Clown.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  ch 
that  wilfully  seeks  her  o 


a  burial 


2  Clown.   I   tell   thee 
grave  straight 


therefore  make  her 
hath   set  on  her,  and 
finds  it  christian  burial. 

1  CIoum.   How   can   that  be   unless  she   drowned 
defence  ? 
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2  Clown.   Why,  'tis  found  so. 

1  Clown.  It  must  be  se  offendcndo  ;  it  cannot  be 
else :  for  here  lies  the  point :  if  I  drown  myself 
wittingly,  it  argues  an  act,  and  an  act  hath  thrtie 
branches ;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform  :  argal 
elie  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  Clown.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

1  Clown.  Give  me  leave.  Here  liea  the  water; 
good  :  here  stands  the  roan  ;  good  :  if  the  man  go 
to  this  water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill 
lie,  he  goes;  mark  you  that:  but  if  the  water  come 
to  him,  and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himself: 
argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death, 
shortens  not  his  own  life. 

2  Clown.  But  is  this  law  ? 

1  Clown.  Ay,  marry,  is 't ;  crowner'a  quest  law. 

2  Clown.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on  't  ?  If  this 
had  not  been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been 
buried  out  of  christian  burial. 

1  Clown.   Why,  there   thou   sayest :   and  the  m 
pity,  that  great  folks  shall  have  countenance   in   t 
world  to  drown  or  hang  themselves,  more  than  their 
even  *    christian.      Come ;   my  spade.      There  is 
ancient     gentlemen    but    gardeners,    ditchers,    and 
grave-makers ;   they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

2  Clown.   Was  he  a  gentleman  f 

1  Clown.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arm*. 

2  Clown.  Why,  he  had  none. 
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1  Clown.  What,   art  a  heathen  ?    How  dost  thou 
iderstand  the  scripture  ?  The  scripture  says,  Adam 
digged:   could   he   dig  without  arms?     I'll  put  an- 
other question  to  thee  :  if  thou  answercst  me  not  to 

the  purpose,  confess  thyself 

■2  Clown.  Go  to. 

1  Clown.  What  is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than 
tither  the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter  r 

2  Clown.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  frame  out- 
lives a  thousand  tenants. 

1  Clown.  1  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith;  the 
gallows  does  well :  but  how  does  it  well  f  it  does 
well  to  those  that  do  ill :  now  thou  dost  ill,  to  say 
the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church  ;  nrgul, 
the    gallows    may    do   well    to    thee.     To  't  again ; 

2  Clown.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a 
shipwright,  or  a  carpentei  r 

1  Clown.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke.1 
9  Clown.  Marry,  now  1  can  tell. 

1  Clown.  To't. 

2  Clown.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 


Enter  himlet  and  r 


ibatio,  at  a  distance. 

about   it; 


1  Clown.   Cudgel   thy  brains   no   more 
for    your   dull   ass   will    not    mend    his    pace    with 
beating:    and,   when   you   are   asked    this    question 
next,  say,  a  grave-maker  ;   the  houses  that  lie  makes 


last  till  doomsday.      Go,   get  thee  to  Ynughi 
leten  me  a  atoup  of  liquor.  [Exit  2  Vl 


Vtowm. 


1  Clown  digs  and  sings. 
'  In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  lovi 
Methought,  it  was  very  sweet. 
To  conlract ;    O,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  behove 
0,  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet." 

Ham.   Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business  ? 
he  sings  at  grave-making. 

Ho.   Custom   hath   made   it  in  him  a  property  of 

Ham.   'Tis  ev'n  so  :  the  band  of  little  employment 
huth  the  daintier  sense. 

1  Clown.  '  But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps. 
Hath  claw'd  me  in  his  clutch  ; 
And  hath  shipped  me  into  the  land. 
As  if  I  bad  never  been  such.' 

{throws  up  a  scv/I. 

Ham.  That  scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could 
sing  once;  bow  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground, 
as  if  it  were  Cain's  jawbone,  that  did  the  first 
murder '.  This  might  be  the  pate  of  a 
which  this  ass  now  o'er-reachea ;  one  I 
circumvent  God ; — might  it  not  ? 
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his  double  vouchers, 
fine  of  bis  fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries, 
to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt  f  wi'l  his 
vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and 
double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a 
pair  of  indentures?  The  very  cnnveyances  of  his 
lands  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box.;  and  must  the 
inheritor  himself  have  no  more  ?  ha  ? 

Ho.   Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep. skins  ? 

Ha,  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep  and  calves  which  seek  out 
assurance  in  that.  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow. — 
Whose  crave  's  this,  sirrah  ? 


'  O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made  [sings. 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet.' 

Ham.   I  think  it   be   thine   indeed,   for   thou    best 


1  Clown.   You  lie  out  on  't,  sir,  and   therefore  it  u 
not  yours ;  for  my  part,  1  do  not  lie  in  't,  yet  it  i 


thi 


Ham.   Thou  dost  lie  in  't,  to  be  in  't,  and  say  it  is 
:   'tis   fur   the  dead,   not  for  the  quick  ;   there- 


fore thou 

1  down.    'Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir  ;   'twill   away  again 

Ham.   What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for  ? 
1  Clown.   For  no  man,  sir. 
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Alexander  returneth  to  dust ;  the  dust  U  enrth ;  of 
earth  we  make  loam  :  and  why  of  that  loam  whereto 
he  was  converted,  might  they  not  stop  a  Leer- 
barrel  ? 

Imperious'  Ciesar,  dead,  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  awuy  : 
O,  that  the  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw  !  * 
But  soft !   hut  soft !   aside  : — here  comes  the  king, 


Enter    friebts,    &tc     in    procession ;     the    corpie    of 

Ophelia,  lakrtes   and   Mourners  following ;   kino, 

queen,  I  heir  trains,  &c. 
The  queen,  the  courtiers  !     Who  is  this  they  follow, 
And  with  such  maimed  rites  ?    This  duth  betoken, 
e  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
do  1  its  own  life :   'twas  of  some  estate. 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark,    [retiring  with  Horatio. 

Laer.   What  ceremony  else  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth.     Mark. 

Laer.   What  ceremony  else  ? 

1  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  for  enlarged 
As  we  have  warranty  :  her  death  was  doubtful  s 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order, 
fihe  should  in  ground  unsanctificd  have  lodged 
Till  the  last  trumpet;  for  charitable  pruytra. 


ardj.1    flints,    find 


Vet  here  the  i 


iil!ow"'i  hn 


Her  maiden  strewments,  ant!  tin- 
Of  bell  and  burin  1. 

Lner.   Must  there  no 

1  Priest. 
We  should  profane  the 
To  sing  a  requiem,3  and 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lbt 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpuliutc^ 
May  violets  spring! — 1  ttll  \ivtr. . 
A  ministering  angel  ■] 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham. 

Queen,   Sweets  to  !; 

1  hoped  thou  shouhl>; 

I  thought  thy  bride-bed  tp  im-     •» 

And  not  have  strcw'd 

Lacr. 
Fall  ten  limes  treble  ■■■- 
Wh<-«e  wicked  deed  I 
Heprived  thee  of  1— H 
Till  1  have  caught  be 


Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  d 


Till 


f  this  flnt  a  n 


To  o'er  top  old  Pelion,  i 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.   [advancing,']    What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis ;   whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures    the    wandering    stars,    and     makes    them 

!  wonder-wounded  hearers?  this  i3  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [leaps  into  the  grave. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

[grappling  with  htm. 

Ham.  Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  pr'ythee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat; 

',  though  1  am  not  sjilenetive  and  rash, 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear.     Hold  off  thy  hand. 

King.   Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet ! 

Ail.  Gentlemen, 

Ho.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  part   them,   and  they  come  out  of 

Ham.    Why,    I   will   fight    with  him    upon  this 

Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag, 

i^uecn.   O,  my  son,  what  theme  } 

Hum.  1  loved  Ophelia;  forty  thousand  brotnpim 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  live, 
Make  up  my  sum. — What  wilt  thou  do  for  bw? 

Ki&f.  O  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 
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Owen,  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Han.   Zounds,  show  me  what  thou  'It  do: 
Woul't  weep?    woul't  fight?    woul't  fast?    woul't 

tear  thyself? 
Woul't  drink  up  Esil  ? '  eat  a  crocodile  ? 
I  '11  do  't.— Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 
Ho  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I : 
And.  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acrea  on  us ;   till  our  ground. 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart  1     Nay,  an  thou  It  mouth. 
I  'II  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness; 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him : 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  gulden  couplets  are  disclosed,* 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  sir  ; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  roe  thus  ? 
I  loved  yo-«  ever:  but  it  is  no  matter ; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day. 

[E*il, 

King.     1    pray    you,    good     Horatio,    wait    upim 
him.  [Eiit  tloratto. 


" 


engthcn  your  patience  in  our  last  night's  speech; 
[to  Lames. 
W(  '11  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son  — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living'  monument. 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see  ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.        [Exeunt. 


A  hall  in  the  caslle. 
Enter  hamlet 
Ham.   So  much   for  this,  sir :   now  shall  you  i 
the  other : — 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  ? 
Ho.   Remember  it,  my  lord  ! 
Ham.    Sir,    in    my    heart   there    was 
fighting, 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep  :  methough 

>rse  than  the  mutines  '  in  the  bilboes. ■      Rashly, 
And  praised  be  rashness  for  it, — 
r  indiscretion  sometimes  serve 
When  our   deep   plots  do  pall 

There  's  a  divinity  that  shapes  01 


kind    ol 

I  lay 


well, 

id   that   ihoull 


■  111?  billions  il 
liich  disorderly  m 

■  Fail. 
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mgh-hew  them  how  we  will. 

That  is  most  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin, 
My  sea-go  wit  scnrf '  d  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Groped  I  to  find  out  them  :   had  my  desire  , 
Finger'd  their  packet;   and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  ;  making  so  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission  ;  where  1  found,  Horatio, 
A  royal  knavery;   an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  aorta  of  reasons, 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too. 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs  '  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  hated. 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
My  head  should  be  struck  off. 


Ho. 
Ham 


la't 


fiUe 


Here's  the   commission;  read  it   at   mora 

But  wilt  ihou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  ? 

Ho.   I  beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  viUaniei, 
Or 5  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  play  ; — I  sat  me  down  ; 
Devised  a  new  commission  *,  wrote  it  fair. 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  *  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labor'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning;  but,  sir,  new 


>e» 


It  did  me  yeoman'*  service.     Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  r 

Ho.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.   An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king, — 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary; 
At  love  between  them  like  tbe  palm  might  fionsh : 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear. 
And  stand  a  comma  ■  'tween  their  amities  ( 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge ; — 
That,  on  tbe  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents. 
Without  debatement  farther,  more  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death. 
Not  shriving- time  allow' d.* 

Ho.  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham.   Why,  even  in  that  was  Heaven  ordiuunt : 
[  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other ; 
Subscribed   it;     gave  't   the   impression;     placed    it 

The  changeling  never  known  :  now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-6ght ;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know 'st  already. 

Ho.   So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go  to  :t. 

Ham.   Why,  roan,  they  did  make  love  to  thin  em- 
ployment : 
fhey  are  not  near  my  conscience  ;   their  d,  feat 


H< 


my    king,    and     whored     my 


SCENE     II.  rniS'l'E     Of      IIEMI1RK. 

Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow. 

'Tis  dangerous,  when  the  baser  nature  come 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  pmnts 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Why,  what  a  king  is  ihi 
Ham.     Does   it  not,   think   thee,   stand   i 

[e    that   hath   lull'd   i 
mother ; 

Popp'd  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with   such    cozenage  ; — is 't   not    perfect    eon- 


To  quit '  him  with  (his  arm  ?  and  is  't  not  to  be 

damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  farther  evil? 

Ho,  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  Eng- 

is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 
Ham.   It  will  be  short :  the  interim  is  mine ; 
And  a  man's  life  no  mnre  than  to  say,  one. 
But  1  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his  ;  I  '11  count  *  his  favors : 
But,  ;ure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
a  towering  passion. 


i.  matH  accouill  of,  Tilm. 


Enter  oswe. 
Os.   Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  hack  to  Den- 

Ham.  1  humbly  thank  you,  sir. — Dost  know  this 
water- fly  ? 

Ho.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a 
vice  to  know  him  :  he  hnrh  much  land,  and  fertile  : 
let  a  beast  he  lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall 
stand  at  the  king's  mess  ;  'tis  a  chough  ;  '  but,  as  I 
say,  spacious  ia  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Os.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure,  I 
should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  1  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of 
spirit. — Your  bounet   to   his   right   use  ;   'tis  for  the 

Os.  1  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold ;  the  wind  is 
northerly. 

Os.   It  is  indifferent  cold,  my 

Ham.   But  yet,  methinks,  it  is 
;r  my  complexion 

Os.   Exceedingly,  my  lord; 
'twere, — I   cannot   tell   hov 

lario  me  signify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great 
wager  on  your  head  :   Sir,  this  is  the  matter ; 


I,  indeed. 

v  sultrv  and  hut 


s  very  sultry,— 
—My  loid,  his   majesty 


Ham.   I  beseech  y 


IHamla 


.,  remember — 


0«.  Nay,  good  my  lord  ;  fur  my  ease,  in  good 
Sir,  here  is  newly  ccime  to  court.  Laertes : 
me,  an  absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most  ex- 
cellent differences,1  of  very  soft  society,  and  great 
etiowing:  indeed,  to  speak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is 
the  card  e  or  calendar  of  gentry ;  for  you  shall  find 
in    him    the    continent   of   what  part  a  gentleman 

Ham.  Sir,  liis  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in 
you;  though.  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially, 
would  dizzy  the  arithmetic  of  memory  ;  and  yet  but 
raw  neither,  in  respect  of  his  quick  sail :  but,  in  the 
verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great 
article;  and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth  and  rare- 
ness, as,  to  make  true  dictiou  of  him,  his  sembluble 
is  his  mirror;  and,  who  else  would  trace  him,  his 
umbrage,  nothing  more. 

On.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  sir  ?  why  do  we  wrap 
the  gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 


(is.   Sir 

Ho.   Is  't  not  possible   to  understand   i 
e  }  You  will  do  't,  sir,  really. 


totter 


itinguiihini  excellences.  s  Compass  or  ch;irt. 

u  ahull  find  him  containing  every  quuliij    uhiuti  m 
would    desire   to    coateiaiJlsle    i'ur    imitation.'- 


Os.  Of  Laertes  ? 

Ho.   His  purse  is  empty   already ;   all   his  golden 


Ham.   Of  him,  air. 

Os.   I  know,  you  are  not  ignorant- 

Haa.   I  would,  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  faith, 
did,  it  would  not  much  approve'  me. — Well,  i 

Os.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence 
Laertes  is 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  com- 
pare with  him  in  excellence;  but,  to  know  a  man 
well,  were  to  know  himself, 

Os.  I  menu,  air,  for  his  weapon ;  but  in  the  im- 
putation laid  on  him  by  them,  in  hia  meed1  he's 
unfe  Mowed. 

Ham.   What  'e  his  weapon  f 

Os.   Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.   That  's  two  of  his  weapons  ;   hut,  well. 

Os.  The  king,  sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six 
Barbary  horses ;  against  the  which  he  has  im- 
pawned,3 as  I  take  it,  six  French  rapiers  and 
poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle,  hangers,4  and 
so  ;  three  of  the  carriages,  in  fnith,  are  very  dear  to 
fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  hilt*,  most  delicate 
carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 
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i  the  carriages  ? 

at  be  edified  by  the  margent1 


1   to  Ihe 


n.  What  call 
I  knew  you 
trc  yuii  had  done. 

Os.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hange 
Nam.  The  phrase  would  be  more  ger 
matter,  if  we  could  carry  a  cannon  by 
would  it  might  be  hangers  till  then.  But,  on,  Six 
Batbary  horses  against  six  French  swords,  their  as- 
signs, and  three  liberal-conceited  carriages ;  that's 
the  French  bet  against  the  Danish.  Why  is  this 
impawned,  as  you  call  it  ': 

Os.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen 
passes  between  yourself  and  him  he  shall  not  exceed 
you  three  hits;  he  hath  laid,  on  twelve  for  nine; 
end  it  would  come  to  imtnedi 
ahip  would  vouchsafe  the  ans 


?  trial,   if  your  lord. 


Man 
Os.   In 


Hoi 


1  trial. 


if  la 

,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  per- 


Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall:  if  it 
please  his  majesty,  it  is  the  breathing  time  of  day 
wilhme:  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman 
willing,  and  the  king  hold  his  purpose,  I  will  win 
for  him  if  1  can  ;  if  not,  1  wilt  gain  nothing  hut  ray 
shame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Os.  Shall  I  deliver  vou  so  ? 


Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir  ;  after  what  florisb  your 
.uture  will. 

Os.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship.   [Exit. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours. — he  does  well  to  commend 
it  himself:   there  are  no  tongues  else  for  's  turn. 

Ha.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on 
his  head.' 

Ham.  He  did  comply  with '  his  dug  before  he 
mucked  it.  Thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the 
same  breed,  that  I  know  the  drossy  age  dotea  on) 
only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward  habit  of 
encounter  : '  a  kind  of  ycsty  collection,  which  carries 
them  through  and  through  the  moat  fond  and  win- 
nowed opinions ;  *  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their 
trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to 
you  by  young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that 
you  attend  him  in  the  hall :  he  sends  to  know,  if 
your  pleasure  hold  to  play  with  Laertea,  or  that  you 
will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes ;  they  follow 
the  king's  pleasure  ;   if  his   fitness  speaks,   mine   is 


This  bird  is  anid  10  run  about  ns  soon  ci  ii  is  hnfelied. 

Compliment,  *  EitomaJ  poliwnw. 

'  1.  o.  their  plauiibilily  makes  Ihem  pttttble,  not  t4l|| 
•rilb    (lie   weak,    but   with   Uiot*    of   sounder    j 
St**reai. 


read j ;  now,  or  wneuaoeici,  provided  I  be  m  able 
Lard.  The  king,  and  queen,   and  all  are  coming 

Htm.    In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  Ton  to  me  hh  gentle 
entertainment '  to  Laertes  before  yoa  fall  to  |>lay. 

Horn.   She  well  instructs  me.  ~_E;i:  Lord. 

Ho.   You  will  lose  this  wager,  ray  lord- 

Han,  I  do  not  tbiulc  m>:  since  be  went  into 
France,  I  have  been  in  continual  practice:  f  shall 
win  at  the  odds.  Bat  thou  wooldsl  not  think,  how 
ill  all  'a  here  about  my  heart  :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

i/«.   Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery :  but  it  U  such  a  kind  of 
gaingirin".3  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

He.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it :  I 
will  foreatal  their  repair  hither,  and  say  yon  are 
not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit ;  we  defy  augnry :  there  U  a 
special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be 
now,  'tis  not  to  come;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will 
Le  now  ;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  cone :  toe 
readinesx  is  all.  Since  no  man.  of  aught  he  leave*, 
knowi.  «  oat  is  't  to  leave  betimes  ?    Let  be. 


Attendants  with  foil*.  Stc. 
King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take 


this  band 


{the   King  puts   the   hand  of  Laertes   into   that 

of  Hamlet. 
Ham.    Give   me  your  pardon,  sir :   I've  done  you 

wrong ; 
But  pardon  't,  as  you  are  ft  gentleman. 
This  presence '  knows, 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard,  how  I  am  punish  d 
With  sore  distraction.     WliBt  I  have  done. 
That  might  your  nature,  hono.,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was 't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?     Never,  Hamlet : 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  he  ta'en  away, 
And,  when  he  's  not  himself,  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not ;   Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it  then  ?     His  madness.      If  't  be  sn, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience, 
Let  my  disclairuiog  from  a  purposed  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughtt, 
That  I  have  shot  my  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Lutr.  1  am  satisfied  in  nature. 


e  motive,  in 
To  my  revenge :  but  in 
I  stand  aloof  j  and  will 
Till  bv  some  elder 


!  r, 


To  keep  my  name  ubsom  f 
1  do  receive  your  offer'ii  km  . 
And  will  not  wrong  h. 

Ham. 
And  will  this  brother's  ngrr 
Give  us  the  foils  ;  come  oa. 


Nam.  I  '11  be  yonr  b£.  -'^a 

Vour  skill  shall,  likeimrf^. 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

//™.   No,  by  this  htat 
A"iny.   Give  them  the  iai  -^ 
Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager  ? 

Hum.  V"F^j 

Your  grace  hatli  laid 
King.   1  do  not  fea 
fiuce  .;■ 


HIST0K1CAL  NOTICE 


OTHELLO. 


s 
s 


A  story  in  Cyuthio's  novels  is  llie  prototype  whenca 
our  author  derived  his  materials  for  Ibis  sublhnp  and 
instructive  tragedy,  which  is  assigned  by  Maione, 
after  considerable  hesitation,  to  the  dale  of  ltjll-l ; 
while  Dr.  Drake  and  Mr.  Chalmers  conjecture  it  to 
be  the  production  lif  a  period  as  late  as  1613  or  ir'il-t. 
This  pi :iy  was  first  entered  at  Stationers'  Hal!  Oct.  G, 
16*21,  and  appeared  in  quart  o  in  the  course  of  tlm 
following  year;  between  wliicli  edition  and  the  folio 
of  1033  many  minute  differences  exist. 

'  The  benuliis  of  ihis  play,'  says  Dr.  Johnson,  '  im- 
press themselves  so  strong  I  v  on  the  attention  of  the 
der,  (bat  they  can  draw  no  aid  from  critical  illus- 
tration. The  fiery  openness  of  Olhello,  magnanimous, 
ss,  and  credulous,  boundless  in  his  confidence, 
nt  in  his  affi-eiiiin.  indexible  in  his  resolution, 
obdurate  in  liia  revenge;  (he  cool  malignity  ol 
,  silent  in  bis  resentment,  subtle  in  bis  designs, 
and  studious  at  once  of  his  interest  and  bis  vengeance  ; 
the  »ofl  simplicity  of  Desdemona,  confident  of  merit 
and  conscious  of  innocence,  her  artless  perseverance 
in  her  suit,  and  her  slowness  to  suspect  that  she  can 
be  suspected,  are  such  proofs  of  Shakspeiire's  skill  in 
human  nature,  as,  I  suppose,  it  is  vain  to  seek  in  any 
r.      The   gradual    proirrt'fcE   which    lags 


makes  in  the  Moor's  conviction,  and  the  circumstances 
which  he  employs  to  inflame  him,  are  so  artfully 
natural,  thai,  though  it  will  perhaps  nil  be  said  or  him 
as  lie  says  of  himself,  that  lie  is  'a  man  not  easily 
jealous,'  yet  we  cannot  but  pity  liim,  when  al  last  we 
rind  him  '  perplex'd  in  the  extreme.' 

'  There  is  always  danger,  lest  wickedness,  conjoined 
with  abilities  should  steal  on  esteem,  though  it  misses 
of  approbation  ;  but  the  character  of  lago  is  so  con- 
ducted, that  he  is  from  the  first  scene  to  the  last  hated 
and  despised. 

'  Even  the  inferior  characters  of  this  play  would  be 
very  conspicuous  in  any  other  piece,  not  only  for  their 
justness,  but  their  strength.  Cassio  is  brave,  bene- 
volent, and  honest,  ruined  only  by  his  want  of  stub- 
bornness to  resist  an  insidious  invitt.licn.  Roderigo's 
suspicious  credulity,  and  impatient  submission  to  the 
cheats  which  he  sees  practised  on  him,  and  which  hy 
flers  to  be  repeated,  exhibit  a  strong 
ak  mind  betrayed  hy  unlawful  desires 
;  and  the  virtue  of  Emilia  is  such  as 
tfuru  loosely,  hut  not  oast  otT;  easy  lo 
commit  small  crimes,   but  quickened  and  alarmed  at 

'  The  scenes  from  the  beginning  lo  the  end  are  busy, 
varied  by  happy  inlerehiingis,  and  regularly  pro- 
moting Ihe  progression  of  the  story  ;  and  the  narrative 
in  Ihe  end,  I  hough,  it  lells  but  what  is  known  already, 
yet  is  necessary  to  produce  Ibe  death  of  Othello. 

*  Had  the  scene  opened  in  Cyprus,  and  Ihe  pre- 
ceding incidents  been  occasionally  related,  there  had 
been  little  wanting  to  a  drama  of  (be  most  exact  and 
scrupulous  regularity.' 


to  a  Tabic  frietii 
we  often  find; 


•  the  nffec 


■  of  Desden 


s  herself  li 


Ml*  ■ 


mi  incensed  father  by  eloping  with  Lei  lover,  ond  becoming 
Ml  wife.  These  nnutiuli  .ira  110  sooner  solemnised,  than 
Othello  is  required  by  the  senate  to  assume  llie  command  ul 
Cyprus,  whither  lie  is  followed  by  Desderaonii,  whose  iu- 
■  uence  over  lier  husband  is  exerted  in  behalf  of  Cussin, 
who  has  uuen  deprived  of  his  lieutenancy  for  tin  nut  of  in- 
discretion, into  which  he  has  been  betrayed  by  llie  device! 
«f  lago,  in  order  thai  he  may  tt  once  cr-.iiify  his  diabolical 
uiiligniiy  md  promote  bis  personal  advancement,  by  iu- 
■i  tiling  ground  lea  suspicions  inlo  dm  enrol' hii  commander, 
ni  «  criminal  iittjchnieut  subsisting  between  his  wife  and 
Cnisio  ;  which  he  substantiates  by  so  much  seeming  honesty 
of  pur  pus*  ond  tbi  production  of  such  strong  external  tes- 
timony, that  tin  fierce  desire  of  revenge  in  the  bosom  ol 
the  Moor  stifles  ih«  generous  sympathies  of  his  nature,  ni.d 
be  smothers  his  innocent  wife,  leuviug  the  assassination  ot 
Csssio  to  be  effected  by  the  agency  of  his  supposed  friend, 
who  however  fails  to  accomplish  his  deadly  purpose.  The 
nlticy  of  lago  is  »l  length  brought  to  light  by  his  wife 
Timlin,  who  is  stabbed  by  her  enraged  husband  ;  while  the 
-nfcifiumtft  Orhelln  finds  means  lo  elude  the  vigilance  of 
hit  attendants,  und  deprive  himself  of  life  by  ■  concealed 
In  the  mean  time,  Cassio  is  advanced  to  the  go- 
Hi  by  a  painful  and  protracted  death. 
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PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Dvkb  of  Venice. 

Brabantio,  a  senator. 

Two  other  Senators. 

Gratiano,  brother  to  Brabantio. 

Lodoyico,  kinsman  to  Brabantio. 

Othello,  the  Moor. 

Cassio,  his  lieutenant. 

Iaco,  his  ancient. 

HoDEHico,  a  Venetian  gentleman. 

Montano,  Othello's  predecessor  in  the  government  of  Cjprus. 

Clown,  servant  to  Othello. 

Herald. 

Desdkmona,  daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  wife  to  Othello. 

Emilia,  wife  to  I  a  go. 

Bianca,  a  courtezan,  mistress  to  Cassio. 

Officers,  Gentlemen,    Messengers,  Musician,  Sailors,  At- 
tendants, &c. 

Scene,  for  the  first  act,  in  Venice ;  during  the  rest  of  the 
play,  at  a  sea-port  in  Cyprus. 


OTHELLO, 
THR    MOOR   OF    VENICE. 


Venice.     A  street. 


ash,    never   tell   me;   I   take   it   much  mi' 
kindly, 
That  thou,  I  ago,— who  host  had  my  purse, 
As   if  the   strings   were    thine, — shouldst    know    of 
this. 
logo.  'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me  ; 
1/  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter,  abhor  roe. 
Ao.  Thou  told' st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy 

hate. 
lago.    Despise  me,  if  I  do  not.     Three  great  one* 
of  the  city. 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Oft  caup'd  '  to  htm  ;  and,  by  the  faith  of  man. 


I  know  my  price;   I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place: 

But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes. 

Evades  them,  with  a  homhast  ciicun.stance,1 

Horribly  stutF'd  with  epithets  of  war  [ 

And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits 

My  mediators  :  '  For,  certes,' s  says  he, 

'  I  have  already  chose  my  officer," 

And  what  was  he? 

Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician, 

One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife  ;  * 

That  never  st;t  a  squadron  in  the  field. 

Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  spinster;  unless  the  bookish  theorick. 

Wherein  the  toged  consuls4  can  propose 

As  masterly  as  he  :  mere  prattle,  without  practice, 

[s  all  his  soldiership.    But,  he,  sir,  had  the  election  j 

And  I, — of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus  ;   and  on  other  grounds 

Christian     and     heathen, — must     be    be-lee'd     and 

By  dehitor  and  creditor,  this  counter-caster  : s 

He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be. 

And  I,  (God  bless  the  mark!)  his  Moorship'a  nn- 


1  Circumlocution. 


By  beaver 

hangman 
i.   But   then 


rather  would  have  been  liia 
o  remedy ;  'tis  the  curse  of 


Wh( 

T-i, 

la 

I  foil 


"erment  goes  by  letter '  and  affection, 
iy  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself, 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affined* 
love  the  Moor. 

I  would  not  follow  him  then. 
O,  sir,  content  you ; 
him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him  : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
"Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender ;    and,  when  he  'a    old, 

Whip  me  such  honest  knaves  :  others  there  are. 
Who.  trimnTd  in  forms  untl  visages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords. 
Do  well  thrive  by  them ;  and,  when  they  have  lined 

Do   themselves   homage ;    these  fellows  have  some 
soul; 


*  Hound  by  lies  of  nffiiiitY. 


■on  are  Rode ri go. 
Were  I  the  Moor,  1  would  not  be  lago. 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty. 
But  seeming  bo,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
Kor  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrat* 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
Far  doves  to  peck  at :   I  am  not  what  I  am 

Ro.   What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-hpa  owe.1 
If  he  can  carry  't  thus  ! 

lago.  Call  up  her  father; 

Rouse  him;  make  after  him  ;   poison  his  delight; 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets  ;   incense  her  kinsmen  ; 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  riweil, 
Plague  him  with  flies  :   though  that  his  joy  be  joy. 
Vet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on  't, 
As  it  may  lose  some  color. 

Ro.   Here  is  her  father's  house  :   I  '11  call  aloud. 

lago.    Do;    with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire 
yell, 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

Ro.     What   ho!     DrnUantio!     eiguior    Bn.bantio, 
ho! 


Awake '.    what,   ho  !    Brabantio  !    tbiev 
thieves !  thieves  ! 
Look  to  your  lion;?,  your  daughter,  and  your  baj 
Thieves!  thieves! 


B 
Evei 


BRAUANTio,  above,  at  a  window. 
Bra.   What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible 
What  is  the  matter  there  f 

Ro.   Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  f 
/ago.   Are  your  doors  iock'd  ? 

Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this 
logo.    Zounds,   sir,  you  are  robb'd :  for  shame 
put  on  your  gown  ; 
ieart  is  burst ;  you  have  lost  half  your  soul ; 
iow,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  rara 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.      Arise,  arise; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell, 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you  : 


Arise,  I 


What,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 
Ro.    Most   reverend    signior,   do    you    kr 


Bra.   Not  I  :   what  are  you  ? 
Ro,  My  name  is  Roderigo. 


The. 


I  have  charged  thee,  not  to  haunt  about  my  doori : 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say, 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee;   and  now,  in  madness, 
Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dust  thou  come 
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To  start  my  quiet. 
Ro.  Sir,  air,  air,  air,— 

lira.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure. 

My  spirit  and  tny  place  have  iu  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Ro.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra.    What  tell' at  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is 
Venice  : 
My  house  is  not  a  grange.' 

Ro.  Most  grave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

logo.  Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those  that  will 
not  serve  God  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we 
nome  to  do  you  service,  you  think  we  are  ruffians  i 
you'll  have  your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary 
horse;  you'll  have  your  nephews*  neigh  to  yoit ; 
you  '11  have  coursers  for  cousins,  and  gennets  for 


Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  f 

lago.  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tel!  you,  your 
daughter  and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast 
with  two  backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 

lago.  You  are — a  senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  shalt  answer ;  I  know  thee, 
Rode  ri  go. 

Ro.  Sir.  1  will  answer  any  thing:  hut  I  beseech 


If  t  be  your  pleasure,  and  most  wise  consent, 
(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is)  that  your  fair  daughter. 
At  this  odd-even  '  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night. 
Transported  with  no  worse  nor  better  guard. 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier. 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor  ; — 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs ; 
But,  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.      Do  not  believe, 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence. 
Your  daughter,  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes, 
fn  an  extravagant  c  and  wheeling  stranger, 
Of  here    and   every  where.      Straight  satisfy  your- 
self: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho  1 

Give  me  a  taper ;  call  up  all  my  people  ■. 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream  ; 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already. 
Igbt,  I  say!   light!  [Exit, from  above. 

Farewell ;  for  1  must  leave  you. 
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It  Hcems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place, 

To  be  produced   (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall) 

Against  the  Moor  :  for,  I  do  know,  the  state, — 

However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check, — 

Cannot  with  safety  cast '  him  ;  for  he 's  erabark'd 

With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 

(Which  even  now  stand  in  act)  that,  for  their  souk. 

Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  none. 

To  lead  their  business  :  in  which  regard, 

Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains. 

Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 

I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 

Which  is  indeed  but  sign.     That  you   shall   surely 

find  him. 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raised  search, 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So  farewell.    [Exit. 


Enter,  below,  1 


,  and  Servants  with  torch*: 


Bra.   It  is  too  true  an  evil r  gone  she  is; 
And  what 's  to  come  of  my  despised  time 
Is  naught  but  bitterness. — Now,  lloderigo. 
Where  didst  thou  see  her  ? — 0  unhappy  girl ! — 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou  ?— Who  would  be  a  fa- 

tlier  ?— 
How  didst  thou  know  'twas  she  ? — O,  thou  deceives! 


Past  thought ! — 


Wlui! 


— Got  more 


Raise  all  my  kindred. — Are  they  married,  think  vou  ' 

Ro.   Truly.  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.   0  heaven  ! — How  got  she  out  ? — 0  treason 
of  the  blood  ! 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act. — la  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhooi1 
Miy  he  abused  ?    Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing  ? 

Ro.  Yes,  sir ;  I  have,  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  roy  brother.— O,  that  you  had  had 
her!— 
Some  one  way,  some  another. —Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  unci  the  Moor? 

Ro.   I  think  I  can  discover  him,  if  yon  please 
Tn  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

bra.    Pray  you,   lead   on.      At   every   house   I'll 


call; 


1  may  command  at  most. — Get  v 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of 
On,  good  Roderigo  ;  I  '11  deserve 


h 


Thes 


Another  street. 
Eater  othello,  iago,  and  Attendant*. 
ago.    Though  in  the   trade   of  war  I  have 


Vet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience, 
To  do  no  contrived  murder:   !  lack  iniquity 


Sometimes  to  do  me  service  :   nine 
I  had  thought  to  hare   yerk'd   him 


■  ten  times 
here  (index  the 


Oth.  *Tis  better  as  it  is. 

lago.  Nay,  but  he  prated. 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  term* 
Against  your  honor. 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.      But,  I  pray,  sir, 
Are  you  fast  married  ?  for,  be  sure  of  this  ;— 
That  the  magnified  '  is  much  beloved  ; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  'limbic  as  the  duke's  :   he  will  divorce  you  ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  spite : 

My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  signiory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.      'Tis  yet  to  know, 
(Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  hoii'T, 
1  shall  promulgate)  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege  ;  -  and  my  demerits  * 
May  speak,  unbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
Aa  this  that  I  have  reaoh'd:  for  know.  lago, 
Hot  that  I  lore  the  gentle  Desderuona, 
1  would  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 


e  leB'n  worth.     Bui,  look  :  what  lights  coma 

Enter  cassio,  of  a  distance,  anil  certain   Officers   with 
torches. 

Jago.  These  are  the  raised  father  and  his  friends : 
Vou  were  beat  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I :   I  must  be  found : 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  ray  perfect  soul 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.      Is  it  they  ? 

lago.   By  Janus,  I  think  no. 

Oth.    The    servants   of  the   duke,    and   my   lieu- 

The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends  ! 
What  is  the  news  f 

Cas.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general; 

And  he  requires  your  haste,  post-haste  appearance. 
Even  on  the  instant. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Cas.   Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine ; 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat :  the  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  another's  heels ; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  raited  and  met, 
Are   at   the   duke's  already.      Vou   have  been  hotly 

call'd  for ; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests 
To  search  you  out. 

'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 


Of  la  w.  mod  course  of  direct  hicm. 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

Otk.  What  if  I  da  obey  ? 

How  may  tfce  duke  k*  therewith  swtirfcj : 
Whose  messengers  are  b«re  about  my  Miie. 
U     a  :  ^-  j  r* ^-o "t  '.  mm  of  :Le  •  •;.:?. 
1'u  bring  me  to  him  ? 

0/f.  Tb  true,  most  worthy  a. 

The  duke '«  in  council ;  and  yow  noble  aetf. 


I  i 


t  fa*. 


Bra.  How  ?   the  duke  in  cow 

In  this  time  of  the  night  ? — Bring  him  aaray : 
Mine  '»  not  an  idle  cause  :  the  duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong  as  'twere  their  wwi 
Fur  if  such  actions  mar  have  passage  free, 
Bund -slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be 


The  tame.     A  cotmril-chanber. 

7V  Di'ii   aarf  sl.v.vross  tilting  at  a  table;   OJicftl 

attending. 

thttv.  There  is  no  composition  ■  in  these  news. 

That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sfn.  Indeed,  they  are  disproportion^  : 

Wy  letters  say,  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 


Thikt.  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

1  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account, 
(As  in  these  eases,  where  the  aim1  reports, 
Tis  oft  with  difference)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing-  up  to  Cyprus, 

Duke.   Nay,  it  is  pops ible  enough  to  judgment ; 

But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense. 
Seat,  [within.]  What  ho  !  what  ho  !  what  ho! 


Enter 


Off.  A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Duke.  Now,  what 's  the  business  } 

Sail.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes ; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke.   How  say  you  by  this  change  ? 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  bo. 

By  no  assay  of  reason  ;  'tis  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.      When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhode*, 
Ho  may  he  with  more  facile  question5  bear  it, 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace,* 


Duke     Whoe'er  he   be,  that   in   this  foul  pro- 
Hath  thus  beguiled  your  daughter  of  herself. 
And  you  of  her ; — the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter. 
After  your  own  sense;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action.' 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor ;  whom  now,  it  seems. 
Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duke  and  Sen.       We  are  very  sorry  for  it. 

Duke.  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to 
this  ?        '  [to  Othello. 

Bra.   Nuthing,  but  this  is  so. 

Oth.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiors. 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  roasters, — 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  thia  old  man's  daughter. 
It  is  most  true  ;   true,  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath    this   extent,    no    more.      Rude   am    I  in    mj 

And  little  bless' d  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith. 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  used 
Their  dearest  actiun*  in  the  tented  field; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  1  speak 


Mnre  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle, 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause. 
In  sneaking  for  myself-,  yet,  by  your  gracious 


pa- 


I  will  a  round  unvarmsh'd  tale  deliver 

Of  my   whole   course    if  love ;     what  drugs,    wua 

charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(Fur  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal; 
I  won  his  daughter. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold  ■ 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
lilusli'd  at  herself:  and  she, — in  spite  of  nature. 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess,  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  alt  rules  of  nature  :  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  should  he.     I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood. 
Or  with  some  dram  conjured  to  this  effect, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof, 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test,1 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming,"  do  prefer  against  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  speak ; — 


>  Of  weai  ibi«r 


KM  OTHELLO,  ACT    I. 

Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  coursea 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affbrdeth  ? 

Oth.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary. 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father  : 
If  ynu  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report ; 
The  trust,  the  office  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 
induct  them  ;   you  best   know  the 
\  I', j- 1  a nl  logo  and  Attendant*. 
ns  truly  as  to  heaven 
;ea  of  my  blood, 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I  '11  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  flic  in  mine. 

Duke.   Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.   Her  father  loved  me  ;  oft  invited  me  ; 
Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year  ;   the  battles,  sieges,  fortune!. 
That  1  have  pass'd. 

1  ran  it  through,  even  fmm  my  boyish  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  lie  bade  me  tell  it : 
Wherein  1  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field ; 
Of    hair-breadth    scapes   i'    the    imminent    deadly 

hreach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe, 


Duke. 

Oth.   Ancient,  c 

And,  till  she  come 
I  do  confess  the  vi 


And  sold  to  slavery ;   of  my  redemption  theooe. 

And  portance  '  in  ray  travels'  history  : 

Wherein  of  antrea  *  vast,  and  deserts  idle, 

Hough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose   heads   touch 

[t  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process  j 

And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 

The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.     These  thing?  lo 

hear. 
Would  Dcsdemona  seriously  incline  ; 
But  still  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence , 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch. 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  ray  discourse:   which  I  observing. 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour  ;  and  found  good  mean* 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 
That  1  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard, 
But  not  intentively  :  J  I  did  consent ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke, 
That  my  youth  suffer 'd.      My  story  being  done, 
Khe  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs  ; 

jre, — In  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas   pnssing 

■  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful ; 


She  wish'd  she  had  not  heard  it ;   yet  she  wish'd 
That  Heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man ;  she  tliank'd 

And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  kved  her, 

I  should  but  teach  him  bow  to  tell  my  Btory. 

And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint,  I  spake : 

She  loved  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd. 

And  I  loved  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 

'lids  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  used : 

Here  comes  the  lady ;  let  her  witness  it. 


Enter  desdemona,  iago,  and  Attendants. 
Duke.   I  think   this   tale   would  win   my  daughter 

Good  Brilliant io , 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best: 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak: 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer, 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man  !—  Come  hither,  gentle  mistrrBi  i 
Do  you  perceive,  in  all  this  noble  company. 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Des.  My  noble  f 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty  : 
To  j'ou  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education; 
My  life  and  education  both  do  leam  rr.e 
•  respect  y 


1   am   hitherto   your  daughter 


but  her 
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And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father; 
fco  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra,  God  be  with  you  !  I  have  done, — 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  affairs  : 
1  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. — - 
Come  hither.  Moor ; 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee. — For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child  ; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.— 1  have  done,  iny  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  tike  yourself;  and  lay  a  scn- 

Which,  as.  a  grisc,1  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers 

Into  your  favor. 

When  remedies  ore  past  the  griefs  are  ended, 

By  seeing  the  worst  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preserved  when  Fortune  takes. 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The   robb'd   that  smiles   steals   something  from  the 

thief  ; 
He  tobs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.   ao  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile  ; 

e  lose  it  not  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
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He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 

Bui     the     free     comfort     which     from      thence,    he 

Bui  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow, 

That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 

These  sentences,  to  sugar  or  to  gall. 

Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal : 

But  words  are  words ;   I  never  yet  did  hear. 

That    the  bruised   heart    was   pierced    through    the 

I    humbly   beseech   you,   proceed  to  the  affairs  of 
Mate. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparation 
makes  for  Cyprus.  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the 
place  is  best  known  to  you  :  and  though  we  have 
there  a  substitute  of  most  allowed  sufficiency,  yet 
opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress  of  effects,  throws  a 
more  safer  voice  on  you ;  you  must  therefore  be 
content  to  slubber1  the  gloss  of  your  new  fur  timet 
with  this  more  stubhorn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

Olh.   The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators. 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  coucli  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down.      I  do  agnize  * 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
1  find  in  hardness;   and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 


THE    MOOB    ( 


VENICB. 


J)u 
Br, 


To  put  II 
»y  being 


And  let  n 


Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition  ■ ' 
Witn  such,  accommodation  and  bes-irt,* 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 
Tiakt.  If  you  j.  leaw. 

her  father's. 

I  '11  not  have  it  so. 
'iA.  Nor  I. 

Nor  I :  I  would  not  there  reside, 
y  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
in  his  eye. — Most  gracious  duke, 
■folding  lend  a  gracious  ear ; 
le  find  a  charter  in  your  voice 
To  assist  my  rimplenesa. 

Duke.   What  would  you,  Desdemona  ? 
Des.   That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  iiin,. 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world;   my  heart  's  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  s  of  my  lord. 
1  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  honors,  and  his  valiant  parts, 
Did  1  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate ; 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war ; — 
The  rites,  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
liy  his  dear  absence.     I-et  me  go  with  him. 

Oth.    Your  voices,   lords:    'beseech   you,  let   her 
will 


Eta 


Vouch  with  ine,  Heaven,  I  therefore  beg  ft  not. 

To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite  ; 

N(j1  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  affests,' 

In  ray  disjunct  and  proper  satisfaction  j 

But  to  he  free  and  bounteous  to  licr  mind : 

And   Heaven   defend2    your   good    souls,    that   yon 

think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant, 
For '  she  is  with  me.      Nn  s  when  light-wing'd  toyi 
Of  feather'd  Cupid  seel4 
My  speculative  and  activi 

That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business  ;■ 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet  5  of  my  helm, 
Ami  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation  ! 

Duke.   Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine. 
Either  for  her  stay  or  gning  :   the  affair  cries — has 
And  speed  must  answer   it:    you  must  hence   to- 

„isi,t. 

Des.  To-night,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  This  night. 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.   At   nine   i' the   morning   here   we'll    meet 

Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind, 

hL&  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you  ; 


With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  icspect,, 
As  doth  import  you. 

Oth.  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  hia  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  goud  grace  shall  think 
To  he  sent  after  me. 

Duke,  J,et  it  be  so. — 

Good  night  to  every  one:  and,  noble  signior. 

[to  Brabant io. 
If  virtue  no  delighted '  beauty  lack. 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

1  Sen.   Adieu,  brave  Moor!    use  Desdemona  well. 

Bra.   Look   to   her,    Moor ;   have   a   quick   eye   ti 

She  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

{Exeunt  Duke,  Senators.  Officers.  4e. 

Oth.   My  life  upon  her  faith. — Honest  Iago, 
My  Desdemona  must  1  leave  to  thee  ; 
I  pi'jthee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona ;   I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee:   we  must  obey  the  time. 

{Exeunt  Othello  and  IMsdcinon*. 

Ko.  Iago. 

Iago.   What  sayest  thou,  noble  heart? 

Ko.   What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou? 


/ago.  Why.  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 


Ro.   I  will  incontinently  ■  drown  myself. 

logo.  Wei!,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  We  thee 
after  it.      Why,  thou  filly  gentleman! 

Ho.  It  U  silliness  to  live,  when  to  lice  i>  a  tor- 
*  meot ;  and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when 
death  is  our  physician. 

logo.  O  villanous!  I  have  looked  upon  the  world 
lor  four  times  seven  years;  and  since  I  could  dis- 
tinguish between  a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never 
found  a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himself.  Ere  I 
would  say  I  would  drown  myself  for  the  love  uf  a 
Guinea-hen,-  1  would  change  my  humanity  with  a 
baboon. 

Ro.  What  should  I  do  ?  I  confess  it  is  my  shame 
to  be  to  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  virtue  to  amend  it. 

I'tgo.  Virtue  ?  a  fig  I  'tis  in  ourselves  that  we  are 
thus  or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  garden?,  to  the 
which  our  wills  are  gardeners:  so  that  if  we  will 
plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce  ;  set  hyssop,  and  weed 
up  thyme;  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or 
distract  it  with  many  ;  either  to  have  it  steril  with 
idleness  or  manured  with  industry;  why,  the  power 
and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If 
the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason 
to  poiz-  another  of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  base- 
ness of  our  natures  would  conduct  us  to  most  pre- 
posterous conclusions :   but  we  have  reason,   to  [.'0114 


nur  racing  motions,  our  carnal  sttngs,  our  unbitted 
lusts  ;   whereof   i   take  this,  that  you  call  love,  to  be 

Ro.   It  cannot  be. 

luyo.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  u 
permission  of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man.  Drown 
thyself  ?  drown  cats  and  blind  puppies.  I  have 
professed  me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  to 
thy  deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughness  : 
I  could  never  better  gtead  thee  than  now.'  Pat 
money  in  thy  purse;  follow  these  wars;  defeat  thy 
favor  with  a  usurped  beard:2  I  sny,  put  money  in 
thy  purse.  It  cannot  he,  that  Desdemona  should 
long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor; — put  money  in 
thy  purse; — nor  he  his  to  her;  it  was  a  violent 
commencement,  a"d  thou  shah  see  an  answerable 
sequestration  ; — put  but  money  in  thy  purse.  These 
Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills  ; — fill  thy  purse 
with  money  ;  the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  luscious 
as  locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as  eolo- 
quintida.  She  must  change  for  youth:  when  she 
is  sated  with  his  body,  she  will  find  the  error  of  her 
choice  i  she  must  have  change ;  she  must :  there- 
fore put  money  in  thy  purse.  If  thou  wilt  needs 
damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than  drown- 
ing:—make  all  the  money  thou  canst.  If  sancti- 
mony and  a  frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring-1  biirbanan 


ml   I  fills*  bowl. 


■e  of  me ; — go,  make  money. 
.  and  1  retell  thee  again  and 
r :  my  cause  is  hearted ;  thine 
Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our 
if  thou  canst  cuckold  him. 
a  sport.    Ther 
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a  supersubtle  Venetian,  be  not  too  hard  for  my 
I,  ncd  all  the  tribe  of  bell,  thou  shall  enjur  her; 
therefore  make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thy- 
self !  it  i»  clean  out  of  the  way  :  seek  thou  rather  to 
be  hanged  in  composting  tby  joy,  than  to  be  drowned 
and  go  without  her. 

Ro.   Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes  if  I  depend  oo 
the  issue  r 

logo.  Thou  art  su 
I  have  told  thee  often 
again,  I  hate  the  Mot 
hath  no  less  reason. 
revenge  against  him 
thou  dost  thyself  a  ph 
are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time,  which  will  be 
delivered.  Traverse ;  go  ;  provide  thy  money.  We 
will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow.     Adieu. 

Ro.  Where  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning  ? 

Iago.  At  my  lodging. 

Ro,  I  '11  be  with  thee  betimes. 

Iago.    Go  to ;   farewell.     Do  you  hear,  Roderigo  ? 

Ro.  What  say  you  ? 

Iago.   No  more  of  drowning ;  do  you  hear  ? 

Ro.   I  am  changed  :   I  'II  sell  all  my  land. 

Iago.     Go   to ;    farewell :    put  money   enough   in 
your  purse.  [Exit  Roderigo. 

Thus  do  I  evei  make  my  fool  my  purse  : 
For  I  mine  own  gaio'd  knowlege  should  profane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.      I  hate  the  Moor; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twlxt  my  sheets 
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has  done  my  office  ;   I  know  not.  if  't  be  true  : 
Hut  I.  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind, 
Will  do,  as  if  for  suiety.      He  holdB  '  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio  's  a  proper  man  :  let  me  see  now ; 
"I'o  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will ; — 
A  double  knavery; — how?  how? — Let  me  see. — 
After  some  lime,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear, 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife. — 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 
To  be  suspected  ;   framed  to  make  women  false. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  sot 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. 
I  have 't :   it  is  engender 'd. — Hell  and  night 

bring    this    monstrous    birth    to    the   world's 
light.  [  I:  til. 


A  sen-port  town  in  Cyprus.     A  platform. 
Baler  montaho  and  two  gentlbmks, 
tt.   What  from   the  cape  can  you  discern  at 


1  Gen.    Nothing   at   all:    it  : 
flood. 


lljgilt 


I  cannot,  'twixt  the  haven  and  the  main, 
Descry  a  sail. 

Mon.   Methinks,   the   wind  hath    spoke   aloud   at 

A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements : 

If  it  hath  ruffian'd  ho  upon  the  sea. 

What  ribs  of  oak.  when  mountains  melt  on  them. 

Can  hold  the  mortise  ?    What  shall  we  bear  of  this  '. 

2  Gen.   A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet ; 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chiding  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds ; 
The   wind-shr.ked   surge,  with   high   and   monstrous 

Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear. 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole  : ' 
1  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  inshelter'd  and  embay'd,  they  are  drowo'd  ; 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out. 


Enter  tb 
3  Gen,   News,  lords !   our  wars  are  done ; 
The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang'd  the  T:wki- 
That    their    designment    hafts.      A    no  Die    ship    of 


Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  sufferance 
On  mist  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon.  How!  is  this  true? 

3  Gtn.  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veronese  ;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :   the  Moor  himself 's  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.   I  am  glad  on  't ;   'tis  a  worthy  governor. 
Gen.   But   this   same   Cassio,— though  he  eptalf 
of  comfort, 

inching  the  Turkish  loss. — yet  he  looks  sadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe;  for  they  were  jmrtt'd 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon.  Pray  Heaven  he  be  ; 

For  1  have  served  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.     Let 's  to  the  sea-side,  ho  ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello; 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue. 
An  indistinct  regard 


And 
Toil' 


1  Gen. 
For  every  r 


u  let  •%  do  a 
3  expectancy 


Enter  cassio. 

m.   Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
o  approve  the  Moor :   O,  let  the  Heaveua 
Give  him  defence  against  the  elements. 
Tor  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  seal 
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Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand. 
En  wheel  thee  round  ! 

Des.  I  thank  you.  valiant  Castro. 

Wliat  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  iny  lord  ? 

('tis.   He  is  not  yet  arrived  :   nor  know  I  au^ht, 
lint  that  he  'a  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

J)ea.   O,  but  I  fear  : — how  lost  yuu  company  ? 

Cat.  The  great  contention  of  the  sen  and  nkie* 
Parted  our  fellowship  :   but,  hark!   a  sail. 

[cry  u-ir/iin,  '  A  sail,  a  sail  1  '   Then  guns  heard. 

2  Gen.   They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel : 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Can.  See  for  the  news. 

.  [Slit  Gendrman. 

Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome;   welcome,  mistress. 
[to  Emilia. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  gnnd  lagn. 
That  I  extend  my  manners:   'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy. 

[kissing  her. 

liigu.   Sir,   would   she   give   you   so   much   of  tier 

As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
You  'd  have  enough. 

Dis.  Alas,  she  has  no  speech, 

logo.   In  faith,  too  much ; 
I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list '  to  sleep] 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant. 


She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart. 
And  chides  with  thinking. 
Emit.  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

iago.   Come   on,   come   on  ;   you  are   pictures  out 
of  doors, 
Ikils  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens, 
feuints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives  in  your 
beds. 
Des.   O,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer! 
Iago.   Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk ; 
You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 
Emil,   You  shall  not  write  my  praise. 
Iago.  No,  let  mo  not. 

Des.    What   wouldst    thou   write   of  me   if   thou 

shouldst  praise  me  ? 
Iago.   O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to 't ; 
For  I  am  nothing  if  not  critical.1 
Des,   Come  on  ;   assay. — There  's  one  gone  to  the 

harbor  ? 
Iago.  Ay,  madam. 

Des.  I  am  not  merry:  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. — 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me  ? 

Iago.  I  am  about  it;  but,  indeed,  my  invention 
Cumes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  friae, 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all :  but  my  muse  lauoro. 
And  thus  she  is  deliver'*! ; — 


e  lie  fair  and  wise, —  fairness,  and  wit, — 
one  'e  for  use,  the  other  useth  it. 
Dm.    Well  praised !     How  if   she  be   black   and 

logo.     If    she    be    black,     and     thereto     have     a 

Slit  'II  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des.  Worse  and  worse. 

Emit.   How,  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 

logo.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair: 
For  even  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 

Des.  These  are  old  fond1  paradoxes,  to  niakt 
fnols  laugh  i'  the  alehouse.  What  miserable  praise 
hast  thou  for  her  that  '9  foul  and  foolish  ? 

lago.  There 's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  there- 
unto. 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 

Des.  O  heavy  ignorance  !  thou  praisest  the  worst 
best.  But  what  praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  u 
deserving  woman  indeed  ?  one,  that,  in  the  autho- 
rity of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on1  the  vouch  of 
very  malice  itself  ? 

lago,   She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud ; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud; 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay; 
Flpd  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said, — ■  Now  I  may  :* 
She  that,  beinir  anger 'd,  her  revenge  bein:r  nisjh. 
Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  tiy; 


She  that  ii 


o  frail. 


s  tail , 


To  change  the  cod's  ht 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  disclose  her  mind; 
See  suitors  following,  and  not  louk  behind ; — 
She  was  a  wight,  if  ever  such  wight  were, 

Dcs.  To  do  what  ? 

lago.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Des.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion!  — 
Do  not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  hus- 
band.— How  say  you,  Cassio?  is  he  not  a  most 
profane  and  liberal '  counsellor  ? 

Cas.  He  sneaks  home,  madam:  you  may  relish 
hint  more  in  the  soldier  than  in  the  scholar. 

lago.  [aside  ]  He  lakes  her  by  the  palm  :  ay, 
well  said;  whisper:  with  as  little  a  weh  as  this  will 
1  ensnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Cassio, — Ay.  smile  upon 
her,  do;  I  will  gyve  =  thee  in  thine  own  courtship. 
You  say  true;  'tis  so,  indeed:  if  such  tricks  as 
these  strip  yon  out  of  yi)ur  lieutenantry,  it  had  been 
better  you  had  not  kissed  your  three  fingers  so  oft, 
which  now  again  you  are  most   apt  to   play   the   sir 

1   Very  good;   well  kissed  !   nn  excellent  courtesy ! 
indeed.      Vet    again   your   fingers    to   your 
ould,  they  were  clyster-pipts  for  your  snke  ! 
—  [trumpel.]   The  Moor ;   I  know  his  trumpet. 

Cat.  'Tis  truly  so. 

QtM.   Let 's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 


1 


uu 


How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle  r — 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desired  l  in  Cyprus : 
I    have    found    great    love    amongst    them.      O  my 

I  prattle  out  of  fashion,'  and  I  dote 

In  mine  own  comforts. — I  pr'ythee,  good  Tago, 

Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffer?  : 

Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 

He  ia  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 

Does  challenge  much  respect. — Come,  Desdemnna, 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Exeunt  Othello.  Desdemona.  and  Attendant*. 

Sago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbor. 
Come  hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant,  as  (they  say) 
base  men,  being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in 
their  natures  more  than  is  native  to  them,- — hat  me. 
The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court  of 
guard. — First,  I  must  tell  thee  this;  — Desdemona  n 
directly  in  love  with  him. 

Ro.  With  him?  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be 
instructed.  Mark  me  with  what  violence  she  first 
loved  the  Moor,  but  for  bragging  and  telling  her 
fantastical  lies:  and  will  she  love  him  still  for 
prating?  Let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it.  Her 
eye  must  be  fed  ;  and  what  delight  shall  she  rave 
to  look  on  the  devil  ?     When  the  blood  is  made  dull 
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with  Jie  act  of  sport,  there  should  be, — again  ta 
icfiame  it,  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite.— 
Wellness   in   favor;    sympathy  in  Tears,  manners, 
and  beauties ;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in. 
Wow,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences,  her 
delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself  abased,  begin  to 
heave  the  gorge,  disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor :  very 
Nature  will  instruct  her  in  it,  and  compel  her  to 
some  second  choice.     Now,  sir,  this  granted,  (as  it 
is   a  most  pregnant *   and  unforced  position)   who 
stands  so  eminently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune  as 
Cassio  does  ?  a  knave  very  voluble ;  no  farther  con- 
scionable,  than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form  of  civil 
and  humane  seeming  for  the  better  compassing  of 
his   salt  and   most   hidden  loose  affection  ?    why, 
none ;  why,  none :  a  slippery  and  subtle  knave :  a 
finder  out  of  occasions ;  that  has  an  eye  can  stamp 
and  counterfeit  advantages,  though  true  advantage 
never  present  itself :  a  devilish  knave !  besides,  the 
knave    is    handsome,    young ;    and   hath   all   those 
requisites  in  him,  that  folly  and  green  minds  look 
after :  a  pestilent  complete  knave ;  and  the  woman 
nath  found  him  already. 

Ro.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her ;  she  is  full  of 
most  blessed  condition.2 

j  ago.  Blessed  fig's  end !  the  wine  she  drinks  is 
made  of  grapes :  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would 
never  have  loved  the  Moor :  blessed  pudding !  Didst 


1  Evident.  *  Disposuiuv 


t  see  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand  : 
>t  mark  that  ? 

tto.    Ves,  that  1  did  ;   liut  that  was  but  courtesy. 

iaijo.  Lechery,  by  this  hand;  an  index  and  iib- 
tcure  prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul 
thoughts.  They  met  so  near  with  their  lips,  that 
their  breaths  embraced  together.  Villanous  thoughts, 
Koderigu!  when  these  mutualities  so  marshal  the 
way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master  and  main 
exercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion :  pish  ! — but, 
sir,  he  you  ruled  by  me  :  I  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.  Watch  you  to-night;  for  the  command, 
I  'II  lay  't  upon  you  :  Cassiu  knows  you  not ; — I  '11 
not  be  far  from  you  :  do  you  find  some  occasion  to 
aager  Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or 
tainting  his  discipline;  or  from  what  other  course 
you   please,   which   the   time    shall    more    favorably 


Ro.  Well. 

lago.  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler; 
and,  haply,  with  his  truncheon  may  strike  at  you: 
provoke  him,  that  he  may  :  for,  even  out  of  that, 
will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny;  whose 
qualification  shall  come  into  no  true  taste  again,1 
jut  by  the  displanting  of  Cassio :  so  shall  you  have 
i  shorter  journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  1 

all  then  have  to  prefer  them  ;   and  the  impediment 
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,   without   the   which   t1:P"0 


most  profitably  i 

were  no  expectation  of  our  prosperity. 

Ha.   I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any   oppor 

lago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  bv  a 
rhe  citadel:  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore 
Farewell. 

Ho.  Adieu.  [Erit 

logo.  That  Cassio  loves  her.  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt.  and  of  great  credit : 
The  Moor, — howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, — 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature  ; 
And,  I  dare  think,  he  'II  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.      Now  I  do  love  her  toe  : 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though,  peradventure. 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge, 
For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 
Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat;  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwaru>; 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul, 
Till  I  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife ; 
Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 
That  judgment  cannot  cure  ;   which  thing  to  do.— 
It  this  poor  trash  of  Venice,  whom  1  trash ' 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on. 


THB    MOOB    OF    VEN1CB.  229 

f  'II  have  our  Michael  Cassia  on  the  hip ; ' 

Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb.* — 

For  I  fear  Ca&io  with  my  night-cap  too; 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 

For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass. 

And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 

Even  to  madness.      'Tis  here,  but  yet  confused  : 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  used.      [Exit. 


£»Ur 
He 


herald,    with    a    pruclumutiiin ,    prople  fol- 

It  is    Othello's    pleasure,    our  noble    and 

valiant  general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now 
arrived,  importing  the  mere  *  perdition  of  the 
Turkish  fleet,  every  ir,a:i  [Hit  himci  1:  into  triumph  ; 
tome  to  dance,  some  to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to 
what  sport  and  revels  his  addiction  [pads  him  ;  for, 
besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of 
his  nuptials:  so  ranch  was  his  pleasure  should  lie 
proclaimed.  All  offices4  are  open;  and  there  is 
full  liberty  of  feasting,  from  this  present  hour  of 
five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  bless  the 
ttle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general,  Othello  ! 

[Exeunl 


A  hall  in  the  castle. 

,    DKSDKMOXA,    CAS5IO,   OTli  A.'tciuluittt. 


Oth.   Good  Michael,  look   you   to  the  guard   Hi- 

J.et's  teach  ourselves  that  honorable  stop, 
Not  to  outsport  discretion. 

Cos,   logo  hath  direction  what  to  do; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  I  look  to  -t. 

Oth.  Iago  is  most  honest. 

Michael,  good  night :   to-morrow,  with  our  earlies 
Let    me    have    speech   with   you. — Come,   my  deal 

love; 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue ; 

[to  Detdemona. 
That  profit  'e  yet  to  come  'twist  me  and  you. — 
Good  night.  [Exeunt  Oth.  Diss,  and  Attend. 

Enter  iago. 

Cos.  Welcome,  Iago  :  we  must  to  the  watch. 

Iago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  'tis  not  yet  ten 
o'clock  :  our  general  cast  ■  us  thus  early  for  the  love 
of  his  Desdemona ;  whom  let  us  not  therefore 
blame  i  he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night 
with  her ;  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 
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Ihe  tb  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

latio.  And,  I  '11  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cns.  Indeed,  she  is  a  moat  fresh  and  delicate 
creature. 

logo.  What  an  eye  she  has  !  Me  thinks,  it  sound; 
a  parley  of  provocation. 

Cas.  An  inviting  eye;  and  yel,  methinka,  right 
modest. 

layo.  And,  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarm  to 
love? 

Cas.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

logo.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets!  Come, 
lieutenant,  I  have  a  stoop  of  wine;  and  here  with- 
out ore  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants,  that  would  fain 
have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  the  black  Othello. 

Cas.  Not  to-night,  good  Iago  ;  I  have  verv  poor 
and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking :  I  could  well  wish 
courtesy  would  invent  some  other  custom  of  enter- 


lago .  O,  they  are  our  friends  ;  but  one  cup :  I  '11 
drink  for  you. 

Cas.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and 
(hat  was  craftily  qualified  '  too,  and,  heboid,  whit 
innovation  it  makes  here:  I  am  unfortunate  in  the 
intirmity,  and  dare  not  task  my  weakness  with  any 


logo.    What,   mi 
gallants  desire  it. 


'tip   i 


night  of  revels : 


•  Slyly  miiad  witb  wai 
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Cos.  Where  are  ther  ? 

lego.  Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  yon,  call  them  in* 

Cos.  1 11  do 't;  but  it  dislike*  me.     {Exit  Cfcsaat. 

I  ago.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already. 
He  11  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 
As  my  young  mistress'  dog.     Nov,  mj  sick  fool, 

Roderigo, 
Whom  love  has  turn'd  almost  the  wrong  side  out* 

ward, 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  caroused 
Potations  pottle  deep ;  and  he  *s  to  watch : 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus, — noble  swelling  spirits. 
That  hold  their  honors  in  a  wary  distance. 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle, — 
Have  I  to-night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups ; 
And  they  watch  too.     Now,  *mongst  this  flock  of 

drunkards, 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  offend  the  isle : — but  here  they  come. 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream. 
My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

Re-enter  cassio  ;  tcith  him  moxtano  and  Gentlemen. 

Cos.  Fore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse l 
already. 

Mon.  Good  faith,  a  little  oce ;  not  past  a  piot,  as 
I  am  a  soldier. 


1  A  jovial  draught 


;EN8.   til. 


,  ho! 


'  And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  clink  ;         [ting*. 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink : 

A  soldier  's  a  man ; 

A  life  'a  hut  a  span  ; 
Why  then  let  a  soldier  drink." 

Some  wine,  boys!  [wine  orovijhl  in. 

Cos.  Fore  heaven,  an  excellent  song. 

lago.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  indeed, 
they  are  most  potent  in  potting:  your  Dane,  your 
German,  and  your  swag-bellied  Hollander, —  drink, 
ho  !— are  nothing  to  your  English. 

Cos.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his 
drinking  ? 

lago.  Why,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  your 
Dane  dead  drunk  ;  he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your 
Almaiu  ;  he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the 
next  pottle  can  be  filled. 

Cos.  To  the  health  of  our  general. 

Man.  I  am  fur  it,  lieutenant;  and  I  '11  do  you 
last  ice. 

lago.   0  sweet  England  ! 

■  King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer;  ' 
His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown  j 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear; 
With  that  he  call'd  the  tailor  lown. 


•  He  was  a  wight  of  high  reoown, 
And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 
Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down  ; 
Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee.' 

Some  wine,  he  ! 

Cos.   Why.  (his  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the 

lago.   Will  yon  hear  it  again  ? 

Cos.  No;  for  1  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his 
place  that  does  those  things. — Well,  Heaven  's 
above  all ;  and  there  be  souls  that  must  be  saved, 
and  there  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 

lago.  It '»  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Can.  For  mine  own  part, — no  offence  to  the 
general,   mtr   any   man    of   quality, — I   hope   to   be 

lago.   And  so  do  1  too,  lieutenant. 

Cos.  Ay.  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me;  the 
lieutenant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient.  Let '» 
have  no  more  of  this ;  let 's  to  our  affairs.- — Forgive 
us  our  sins! — Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  busi- 
ness. Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  1  am  drunk:  this 
is  my  ancient ; — this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  ia 
my  left  hand  : — I  am  not  drunk  now  |  I  can  stand 
well  enough,  and  speak  well  enough. 

All.   Excellent  well. 

Cat.  Why,  very  well,  then  :  you  must  not  think 
then  that  I  am  drunk.  [Krii. 

Mo*.  To  the  platform,  master*;  come,  let'i  ert 
the  with. 


logo.  You  see  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  before : 
He  it  a  soldier,  fit  to  stand  by  Cieaar, 
And  give  direction ;  and  do  but  see  his  vice : 
"1'ia  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  the  other:  'tis  pity  of  h'ttn, 
1  fear,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Man.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

lago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep  j 
He  'II  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set,1 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 


Mon 


It    V 


wen. 


The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps,  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ? 


Enter 

lago.   How  now,  Itoderigo  ?  [aside. 

1  praj  you,  after  the  lieutenant;  go. 

[Exit  Roderiqo. 

Man.  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  place,  as  his  own  second. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
I(  were  an  honest  action,  to  say 
Mo  to  the  Moor. 


i  [he  duck   Btrikei  n 
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logo.  Not  I.  for  tiits  fair  bland : 

!  do  lore  Cassio  well  ■  wad  would  do  much 
lo  cure  him  of  tiits  evil.      But.  bark!  what  noise! 
[try  «■!/*)«,  —  "He!p!   bt!p!" 


Rt-ttter  caesio,  driving  U 
Cat.   You  rogue  !   you  rascal ! 
Mam.  What s  the  matter,  1 

Cat.   A  knave ! — teach  me  my  duty ! 
I  *ll  beat  the  kuave  into  a  twiggen  ■  bottle. 
Ro.  Beat  me ! 
Cat.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  ? 

\tlrikiag  Rodertgo. 
Mom.  Nay,  good  lieutenant ; 

[staying  him. 
I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cat.  Let  me  go,  sir, 

t'er  the  mazzard. 

Come,  come,  you  're  drunk. 

[theyfighl. 

y!   go  out,  and  cry — a  mutiny. 

[aside  to  Roderigo,  irlia  goes  out 

it ;— alas,  gentlemen  : — 


■,  Hi  iiM  Wt  1 


Or  I  '11  kuock  you 
Mom. 

Cat.  Drunk! 
logo.   Away,  I  I 


Nay,  good  lieutem 
Help,  ho  ! — Lieutenant 
Help,  masters ! — Here 


-Mm 


Who  '■  that  that  i 


goodly  watch,  indeed! 

[bell  riiy. 
iga  the  bell.1 — Diablo,  ho! 


Zounds,   I   bleed  still ;    I 
death. 
Oth.   Hold,  for  your  lives. 

lago.  Hold,  hold,  lieutenant; — air; — Montano; — 
gentlemen  ;— 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty  r 

i  bold !  the  general  speaks  to  you ;  hold,  for 

Oth.  Why,  how  now,  ho!    from  whence  ariselh 
this  ? 

Are  we  turn'd  Turks;  and  to  ourselves  do  that. 
Which  Heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For  christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl ; 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  forth  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  soul  light ;   he  dies  upon  his  motion. — 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell ;  it  frights  the  isle 
From    her    propriety.- — What    is    the   matter,    mas- 
Honest  lago,  that  look'st  dead  with  grieving, 

■teak,  who  began  this  ?    on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

lago.   I  do  not  know  ; — friends  all  but  now,  even 

D  quarter,1  noil  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
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Devesting  them  for  bed  ;   and  then,  but  now, 

(As  if  some  planet  had  unwilted  men) 
.Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast. 
In  opposition  bloody.      I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds ; 
And  would  in  action  glorious  1  had  lost 
These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  n  part  of  it  I 

Oth.   How   comes   it,  Michael,  you   are   thus  foi- 
got? 

Cas.   I  pray  you,  pardon  me  ;   I  cannot  speak. 

Oth.   Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil : 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  und  your  name  is  great 
1  n  mouths  of  wisest  censure  :  '   what 's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus. 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  ?  give  me  answer  to  it. 

Mon.   Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  dangei 
Your  officer,  Ingo,  can  inform  yon, — 
While  I  spare  speech,  which  somethii 


Of  all  that  I  do  know  :  nor  know  I  aught 
liy  me  that  's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night 
Unless  self. charity  be  sometime  &  vice; 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin, 
When  violence  assails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  ru'ic; 


v  offend* 


And  passion,  having  my  best  judgment  co'.licd,' 
.Assays  to  lend  the  way  :  if  I  once  stir, 
Or  do  but  lift  thia  arm.  the  best  of  you 
Mhnll  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  thia  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on  ; 
And  he  that  is  approved'  in  this  offence, 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  lose  me. — What!   in  a  town  of  war. 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimful  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel, 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  of  guard  and  safety ! 
"Tis  monstrous. —  lago,  who  began  it? 

Man.   If  partially  affined,1  or  leagued  in  office, 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth. 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

lago.  Touch  me  not  so  near : 

I  had  rather  have  Ibis  tongue  cut  from  my  moutii. 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio; 
Vet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him, — Thus  it  :s,  general. 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech, 
There  cornea  n  fellow,  crying  out  for  help; 
And  Cassio  following  liim  with  determined  swotd 
Tu  execute  upon  him  ;    Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause ; 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest,  by  his  clamor,  (as  it  so  fell  out) 


□  might  fall  in  fright :   he.  swift  of  foo\ 
v  purpose  ;   and  I  return 'd  the  rather 
For  that  I  hntrd  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords, 

i  high  in  oath;  which,  till  to-night, 
I  oe'er  might  say  before  :   when  I  came  back, 

VM  brief)   I  found  them  close  together. 
At  hl«jw  and  thrust ;  even  as  again  they  were. 
When  jrwu  yourself  did  part  them. 

*  matter  can  I  not  report  i — 
Put  nwu  lire  men  ;   the  best  sometimes  forget  t 
i.l  «ome  little  wrong  to  him,— 
\*  "i«u  in  rag*  strike  those  that  wish  them  best, — 

v    Clnbi  I  believe,  received 
t'H'm  him  that  Bed  seme  strange  indignity, 
Which  nrttow  could  not  pass. 

CM.  1  know,  Iago, 

■Mj  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Maktuy  it  lipkt  to  Caasio.— Cassio,  I  love  thee; 
Hut  new  mow  he  officer  of  mine. — 


Ettrr  pkspkmoka,  attended. 

J   gtMh  lore  be  not  raised  up. 
I  U  Mfefl  thev  *u  example. 

tint.  What  "s  the  matter,  dear  t 

tM.    AH'»   well  now,   sweeting:   come   away   u> 
W»L 
i  hurh. 
i  -.■  your  surgeon  :  lead  him  off. 

[rt  Montana,  who  is  led  of. 
I*m>.  Wi  w'th  t*W  about  the  town, 


loie 
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fence  those  wham  this  vile  brawl  distracted. — 
Desdemona;  'tis  the  soldiers' life, 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  waked  with  strife. 

[Exeunt  all  but  logo  and  Cassia, 
logo.   What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  ? 
Cos.  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 
lago.   Marry,  Heaven  forbid ! 
Cat.     Reputation,    reputation,    reputation!    O,   I 
have   lost  my  reputation  1     I  have  lost  the  immortal 
part,  sir,  of  myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial. — 
My  reputation,  lago,  my  reputation! 

lago.  As  1  am  an  honest  man.  I  thought  you  had 
received  some  bodily  wound;  there  is  more  offence 
in  that  thaa  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle 
and  most  false  imposition  ;  oft  got  without  merit, 
and  lost  without  deserving:  you  have  lost  no  re- 
putation at  all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a 
loser.  What,  man !  there  are  ways  to  recover  the 
:neral  again  :  you  are  but  now  cast  in  his  mood  ' 
linUhuieut  more  in  policy  than  in  malice;  even 
would  beat  his  offenceless  dog,  to  affright 
in    imperious    lion :     sue-    to   him   again,    and    he  'a 

Cas.  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised,  than  to  de- 
ccive  so  good  a  commander  with  so  slight,  Si> 
drunken,  and  so  indiscreet  an  officer.  Drunk?  am' 
speak  parrot ? e  and  squabble,  swagger,  swear,  and 
discourse   fustian  with   one's  own  shadow  ? — 0  thou 
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invisible  spirit  of  nine,  if  thou  bast  do  twine  to  Le 
known  by,  let  us  call  thee  devil ! 

logo.  What  was  lie  that  you  followed  with  your 
■word  ?    What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Cas.  I  know  not. 

logo.   Is  it  possible  ? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  hut  nnthina* 
distinctly;  a  quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore. —  O, 
that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in  their  months,  to 
steal  away  their  brains  !  that  we  should,  with  joy, 
revel,   pleasure,    and   applause,   transform   ourselves 

logo.   Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough  :   how    ' 
came  you  thus  recovered  ? 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to 


inperfectne?s 
:    frankly    despise 


a  moraler.     As 
nof  this  country 


give    place   to   the   devil, 
shows    me    another,    to    make 

logo.   Come,   you   are   too   si 
the  time,  the  place,  and  the  com 
stands,  I  could  heartily  wish  this  had  not  befallen 
but,   since   it   is   as    it   is,    mend   it    for    your    own 

Cas.  I  will  as-k  him  for  my  place  again  ;  he  shall 
tell  me,  1  am  a  drunkard  !  Had  I  as  many  mouths 
as  Hydra,  such  an  answer  would  stop  them  all.  To 
be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  pre- 
sently a  btast !  O  strange!  Every  inordinate  cup 
is  unblessed,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good   familiar 
iture,  if  it.  he  well  used  ;   exclaim  no  more  against 


it.  And,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think  1  love 
you. 

Co*.   I  have  well  approved  it.  sir. —  I  drunk  ! 

tago.  You  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at 
Borne  time,  man.  I  '11  tell  you  what  you  shall  do. 
Our  general's  wife  is  now  the  general: — [  may  sny 
eo  in  this  respect,  for  that  he  bath  devoted  nnd 
given  up  himself  to  the  contemplation,  mark,  and 
denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces.  Confess  your- 
self freely  to  her;  importune  her;  she'll  help  to 
put  you  in  your  place  again  ;  she  is  of  eo  free,  so 
kind,  so  apt.  so  blessed  a  disposition,  that  she  holds 
it  a  vice  in  her  goodness  not  to  do  more  than  she  is 
requested.  This  broken  joint,  between  you  and  her 
husband,  entreat  her  to  splinter;  and,  my  fortunes 
■gainst  any  lay1  worth  naming,  this  crack  of  your 
love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  before. 

Cas.   You  advise  me  well. 

Inga.  1  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love,  and 
honest  kindness. 

Cas.  1  think  it  freely ;  and,  betimes  in  the  morn- 
ing, I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  un- 
dertake for  me.  I  am  desperate  of  my  fortunes,  if 
Ihey  check  me  here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right.  Good  night,  lieu- 
tenant; 1  must  to  the  watch, 

(T«j.   Good  night,  honest  lago.  [Exit  Cassia 


layo.   And  what 's  he  then,   that   says  I   play  the 


Probal l  to  thinking,  and,  indeed,  the 


To 


ii  the  Moor  again  ?    l^o 


The  inclining  Desder 


'tis  c 


e  framed  as  fruitful' 
As  the  free  elements  ;   and  then  for  her 
■]'o  win  the  Moor,— were  \  to  renounce  his  baptism. 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, — 
His  soul  is  so  enfetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list. 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  function.      How  am  1  then  a  villain, 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course. 
Directly  to  his  good  ?    Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on. 
They  do  suggest3  at  first  with  heavenly  shows, 
As  I  do  now  :   for  while  this  honest  foul 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes. 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moot  ; 
I  '11  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear  ;— 
That  she  repeals  *  him  for  her  body's  lust ; 
And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  1  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch; 


And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 

That  shall  enmerh  them  all. — How  now.  Ilodorigor' 

Enter  rodbkigo. 

Ro.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  nit  like  a 
hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My 
money  is  almost  spent;  I  have  been  to-nigilt  ex- 
ceedingly well  cudgelled;  and,  I  think,  the  issue 
will  be,  .1  shall  have  so  much  experience  for  my 
pains;  and  so,  with  no  money  at  all,  and  a  little 
mure  wit,  return  to  Venice. 

lat/o.     How    poor    are    they    that    have    not    pa- 

What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees? 

Thou   know'st,  we  work   by   wit,  and  not  by  witch- 

And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Dots 't  not  go  well  ?     Cwssio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hast  casliier'd  Cassio. 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun. 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe. 
Content  thyself  awhile. — By  the  mass,  'tis  morning ; 
Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short. — 
Retire  thee  ;   go  where  thou  art  billeted : 
Away,  I  sny  ;  thou  shall  know  more  hereafter  : 
Nay,   get  thee   gone.   [Exit  Roderiga.]   Two   things 

are  to  be  done  ; — 
My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress; 
1  'II  set  her  on  : 
Myself,  the  while,  to  craw  the  Moor  apart. 


us 

And  bring  Mm  jump1  wheat  he 
feoSeitiiig  his  wife:— ay,  that's  the 
Doll  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay 


ACT     II  L 
scxars  l. 

Before  ike  c*stlt. 

Enter  cassio  mmi  tame  Musicisjre. 

Cos.    Masters,  play  here  (I  will  cuntent  your 
pains) 
Something  that's  brief;    and  bid — good-morrow, 
general*  [mac. 

£a/fr  clowx. 

Clown.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments 
been  at  Naples,  that  they  speak  i'  the  nose  tlia3  ? 

1  Mu.  How,  sir,  how  ? 

Clown.  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  called  wind  instru- 
ment?" ? 

1  Mu.  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  sir. 

Clown.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

1  Mu.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  sir  ? 

Clown.  Marry,  sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument 
that  I  know.     But,  masters,  here  *s  money  for  you 


•  J  oat  at  the  tone. 


ind  the  general  so  likes  your  music,  that  he   desire* 
you,  of  all  loves,  to  make  no  more  noise  with  it. 

J  Mu.   Well,  sir,  we  will  not. 

Clown.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  rot  be 
heard,  to  't  again  :  but,  as  they  say,  to  hear  mufic, 
the  general  does  not  greatly  care. 

1  Mu.  We  have  none  such.  sir. 

Clown.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bap,  for 
1  'II  away.      Go  ;   vanish  into  air:   away. 

[Exeunt  Musicians. 

Cas.  Dost  thou  hear,  my  honest  friend  ? 

Clown.   No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend;   I  hear 

Cas.  Pr'ythee  keep  up  thy  quillets.1  There  's  a 
poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee:  if  the  gentlewoman 
that  attends  the  general's  wife  be  stirring,  tell  her, 
there 's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  favor  of 
speech.     Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clown.  She  is  stirring,  sir ;  if  she  will  stir  hither, 
1  thull  seem  to  notify  unto  her. 

Enter  iago. 
Cas.   Do,  good  my  friend. — In  hnppy  time,  Iago, 
Ingo.   You  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 
Cas.  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke 
Btfore  we  parted.      I  have  made  bold,  Iago, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife  :   my  suit  to  her 
If.  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 


;t   Desdcraona ;   l 


III. 


Oth.  Not  no 

Da.  But  shall 't  be  shortly  ? 

Oth.  The  sooner,  aweet,  tor  you. 

lies.  Shall  *t  he  to-night  at  supper  ? 

Oik.  No,  not  to-night, 

Des.  To-morrow  dinner  then? 

Oth.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home  : 
meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des.  Why,   then,  to-morrow  night ;    or  Tutsnay 


a  penitent ; 


Or  Tuesday  noon,  or  night ;  or  Wednesday  n 

I  pray  thee,  name  the  time  ;  but  let  it  not 

Exceed  three  days  :   in  faith,  he  's 

And  yet  his  trespass,  in 

(Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  examples 

Out  of  their  best)  '   is  not  almost  a  fault 

To  incur  a  private  check.     When  shall  he  come  ? 

Tell  me,  Othello.      I  wonder  in  my  soul, 

What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny, 

Or   stand    so    mammering"   on.      What!     Michael 

Cassio, 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you ;   and  so  many  a  time. 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  ta'en  your  part;   to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  !    Trust  me,  I  could  do  much, 


UtA.  Prythef 

Will; 


:  let  him   come  when   he 


I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon  : 

7is  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  norishing  dishes,  or  keep  you  worm  ; 
Hr  sue  to  you  to  do  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  person.      Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit, 
Wherein  1  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  he  full  of  poize  '  and  difficulty. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

10(4.  I  will  deny  thee 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  thi 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 
Des.   Shall  I  deny  you  ?   no.      Farewell,  . 
0/4.  Farewell,  my  Desdemona:  1  will  come  tu 
thee  straight. 
Des.   Emilia,  come. — Be  it  as  your  fancies   teach 
Whate'er  you  be,  1  am  obedient. 
-  j&Mf,  vrit/t  Emilia. 
Oth.   Excellent  wretch  '     perdition  catch  my  soul, 
But  I  do  love  <\".c  ;   and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  ',ime  again. 

logo.   My  noble  lord, 

What  dost  thou  sav.  Iafro  ' 
logo.   Did   Michael   Cassio,   when  you  woo'c   mj 
lady. 


my  lord. 


IBS 

Sometimes  intrude  not  ?   who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 
Itut  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets  '  and  law-days,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

Oth.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago, 
If  thou   but   thiuk'at  him  wrong'd,  and   makest  his 

A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Iac/0.  I  do  beseech  you. — 

Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess  ; 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abuses ;  and  oft  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not ;— I  entreat  you  then, 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conjert*,1 
You  'd  take  no  notice  ;   nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance. 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

lago.   Good  name,  in   man   and  woman,  dear  my 
lord, 
ts  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  bouIb. 
Who   steals   my  purse,  steals  trash ;   'tis  something, 

nothing; 
"1'was  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thou- 
sands : 
Hut  he  that  niches  from  me  my  good  name. 
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b  me  of  liiat,  which  not  enriches  him, 
3  makes  me  poor  indeed. 
Oth.   By  heaven,  1  '11  know  thy  thought. 
laga.     You    cannot,    if   niy    heart    were  in  \cur 
hand; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custody. 
Oik.  Ha! 

logo.       0,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy : 
It  is  the  green-eyed  monster,  which  doth  make 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.     That  cuckold  lives  in  bliss. 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er. 
Who    dotes,    yet    doubts;     suspects,     yet    strongly 

Oik.  0  misery ! 

Iago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough; 
But  riches,  fineless,1  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  Uiat  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor. 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

Oth.  Why,  why  is  tills  ? 

Think'st  thou,  I  'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy. 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  ?   No  :   to  be  once  in  douilt. 
Is — once  to  be  resolved.     Exchange  me  for  a  goal. 
When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  soul 
To  such  exsuffiicate  °  and  blown  s 


'  Endleu,  unbounded. 


Matching   thy   inference.     *TIb   not  to   make 


To  i 


,  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  lot 


i  company. 


Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  « 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me.     No,  Iaeo  j 
I  'II  see  before  I  doubt,  when  I  doubt  prove ; 
And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this; — ■ 
Away  at  once  with  love  or  jealousy. 

logo.    I   am   glad   of  this ;  for   now   I   shall  have 

To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit :  therefore,  as  1  am  bound. 
Receive  it  from  me  : — I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio ; 
Wear  your  eye — thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure  : 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abused  :  look  to  't : 
[  know  our  country  disposition  well; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands  ;   their  besi  con- 
Is — not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  say  so  ? 

/ago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  vou  j 
And,    wlien   she   seem'd    to    shake,  and  fear  your 


Ot*. 


And  i 


she  did. 
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Why,  go  to,  then  ; 
She  that,  so  young,  could  give  cut  such  a  seeming. 
To  seel '  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak  i — 
He  thought 'twas  witchcraft: — but  I  am  much  to 

blame ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

lago.  I  see  this  hath  a  little  dash'il  your  spirits. 

Oth.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

lago.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hope,  you  will  consider,  what  is  spoke 
Comes    from    my  love :    but    I    do    see    you    are 

moved  : 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues,*  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  suspicion. 

Oth,  I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord, 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  cry  thoughts  aim  not  at. — Cassio  's  my  worrhy 

My  lord,  I  see  you  are  moved. 


Oth. 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdcm 
lago.    Long  live  she  »■ 

think  bo  \ 
Oth.   And  yet,  how  natu 


No, 


much  rauved  i 
s  honest, 
d   long  live  you  to 


lago.     Ay,   there  's  the  point  j — us, — to  be  bold 
with  you, — 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches. 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree  : 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends  : 
Foh  !  one  may  smell,  in  such,  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. — 
But  pardon  me;   I  do  not,  in  position. 
Distinctly  speak  of  her;   though  I  may  fear, 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
Mav  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forma. 
And,  happily,1  repent. 

0(4.  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more : 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe. — Leave  me,  lago. 

logo.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  {going. 

Otk.    Why  did   I   marry  ?    This  honest  creature, 
doubtless, 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

/ego.    My  lord.  I  would,  I  might  entreat  youf 

To  scan  this  thing  no  farther;  leave  it  to  lime. 
Though  it  be  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, 
(For,  sure,  be  fills  it  tip  with  great  ability) 
Vet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  awhile. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means. 
Hole,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment  * 


! 


ong  or  vehement  importunity : 
!uch  will  he  seen  in  that.      In  the  mean  time. 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
(As  wortny  cause  I  have  to  fear  I  am) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honor. 
Oik.  Fear  not  my  government. 
logo,   I  once  more  take  my  leave.  \K\ 

Oth.  This  fellow  's  of  exceeding  honesty, 
And  knows  all  qualities  with  a  learned  spirit 
Of  human  dealings.      If  I  do  prove  hei  haggard  ' 
Though  that  her  jesses2  were  my  dear  heart-strini 
I  'd  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  ciiambereis-1  have:   or,  for  I  am  declined 
Into  the  vale  of  years ; — -yet  that 's  not  much  :— 
She  's  gone ;  I  am  abused  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be,  to  loathe  her.      O  curse  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  tbeir  appetites !    I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapor  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love 
For  others'  uses :  yet  'tis  the  plague  of  great  one* 
Prerogatived  are  they  less  than  the  base  : 
destiny  unshu unable,  like  death: 
then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 


ii  unturned  lian-L  -  alio  ■  term  uJ  reprO; 
er  by  which  u  hutrk  la  belli  oil  tbs  fist. 


2f>2  OTHELLO.  J 

When  we  do  quicken.     Deademona  comes. 


Enter 


and  eiii  li  a. 


If  she  be  false,  0,  then  heaven  mocks  itself  I 
I  '11  not  believe  it. 

Des.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  f 

Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

Des.   Why   is   your  speech  so  faint  ?  are  you  not 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Des.   Faith,   that's   with   watching;    'twill   away 

Let  me  but  bind  it  bard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  napkin  is  too  little ; 

[he  puts  the  handkerchief  from  him,  and  it  diops. 
Let  it  alone.     Come,  I  '11  go  in  with  you. 
Des.  1  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[Exeunt  Othello  and  Desdemorji. 
Emi.   I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin; 
This  waB  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor  ; 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it ;   but  she  so  loves  the  token, 
r  he  conjured  her  she  should  ever  keep  it) 
she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her, 
a  and  talk  to.     1  '11  have  the  work  ta'ea  otii 

a  with  it.  Heaven  knows,  not  \ ; 

it  to  please  his  fantasy. 
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Ingo.   How  now  !  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 
Emi.   Do  not  you  chide  :   I  have  a  thing  for  i 
Jago.  A  thing  for  me  ? — it  is  a  coirmon  thin 


Ha 


lago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 
Emi.   0,  is  that  nil  ?  What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief  ? 

lago.  What  handkerchief  ? 

Emi.   What  handkerchief  ? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  D.sdcmona; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  hid  me  steal. 
lago.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her  ? 
Emi.   No,  faith  ;   she  let  it  drop  by  negligence ; 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took  't  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

lago.  A  good  wench  !   give  it  me. 

Emi.   What  will  you   do   with   it.   that  you   have 
been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what 's  that  to  you  ? 

[snalckiag  it 
Emi.  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give  it  me  again.      Poor  lady  !   she  'II  run  mad. 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  of 't ;  I  have  nse  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  \Exit  Emilia 

I  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin. 
And  let  him  find  it ;   triilea,  light  as  air. 


Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  strong 

As  proofs  of  holy  writ.     This  may  do  something-. 

The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison. 

Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 

Which,  at  the  first,  are  scarce  found  to  distaste ; 

But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood, 

Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur : — I  did  say  so  : — 

Enter  othello. 
Look,  where  he  comeB !    Not  poppy,  nor  mandra- 

gora,' 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  sirups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  owedst  ;  yesterday. 

Oth,  Ha !  ha  !  false  to  me  ?  to  me } 

lago.    Why.  how  now,  general  ?  no  more  of  that. 
Oth.    Avaunt !   be  gone  !   thou  hast  set  me  on  the 

I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abused, 
Than  hut  to  know  't  a  little. 

[ago.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.   What   sense   had  I   of  her  stolen   hours  of 
lust? 
1  saw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me ; 
1  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry  ; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips. 


: 


He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen. 
Let  him  not  know  't,  and  he  'a  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago.  1  nm  sorry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.   I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body. 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :   O,  now,  for  ever 
Farewell,  the  tranquil  mind  !  farewell,  content' 
Farewell,  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue  !   0,  farewell ! 
Farewell,  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner ;   and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war! 
And,  O,  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamors  counterfeit, — 
Farewell !    Othello's  occupation  's  gone  ! 

lago.   Is  it  possible  ?    My  lord, 

Oth.    Villain,   be    sure    thou   prove   my  love   a 

sure  of  it:   give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[taking  him  by  the  throat. 
Or.  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  suul. 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog', 
Than  answer  my  waked  wrath. 

lago.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  see  it;    or,  at   the  l&att,  m 
prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinse  nor  loon. 


To  hang  a  doubt  on  ;   or 
lago.  My  noble  lord,- 


E  upon  thy  life  ! 


Oth.   If  thou  dost  shinier  her  a. 
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Never  pray  more ;  abandon 

On  horror's  bead  horrors  accumulate  ; 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amazed  i 

For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add 

Greater  than  that. 

logo.  O  grace  !    O  heaven  defend  me! 

Are  you  a  man  ?   have  you  a  soul  or  sense  ? 
God  be   wi'   you ;    take    mine   office. — O    wretched 

fool. 
That  livest  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice ! — 

0  monstrous    world  1     Take    note,    take   note,    U 

To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit ;   and,  from  hence, 

1  '11  love  no  friend,  since  love  breeds  euch  offence. 

Oth.   Nay,  stay  :   thou  shouldst  be  honest. 

logo.   I  should  be  wise ;   for  honesty  'e  a  fool. 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not : 
1  '11  have  some  proof.     Her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrimed  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.      If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 
1 11  not  endure  it.— Would,  I  were  satisfied ! 

lago.  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion; 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
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You  would  be  satisfied  ? 

Oth.  Would  ?  nay,  I  will. 

logo.   And    may;     hut,   how?  how   satisfied,   my 
lord? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  tupp'd  ? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation  !    O  ! 

lit  jo.   It  were  a  tedious  difficulty.  1  think. 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect :  damn  them  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  holster, 
More  than  their  own !    What  then  ?  how  then  ? 
What  shall  I  say  ?   where  's  satisfaction  ? 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys. 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  funis  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say. 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
"Will  give  you  satisfaction  ;   you  may  have  it. 

Oth.   Give  me  a  living  '  reason  that  she  's  disloya). 

logo,   I  do  not  like  the  office  : 
But.  stth '-  I  am  entcr'd  in  this  cause  so  far. 
Prick'd  to  it  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.      I  lay  with  Caasio  lately  ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
1  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 
Tbat  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  aH'aira : 


One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio. 

In  sleep  I  heard  him  aay, — *  Sweet  Deademooa, 

Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  love* ! ' 

And  then,  air,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand; 

Cry,  '  O,  sweet  creature !'  and  then  kiss  me  hard, 

As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 

That  grew  upon  my  lips :  then  laid  his  leg 

Over  my  thigh,  ttnd  sigh'd,  and  kiss'd  ;   and  then 

Cried,  '  Cursed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor  !  ' 

Oth.  O  monstrous!  monstrous  ! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth.   But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion  : 
*Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.   And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Oth.  1  '11  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lago.    Nay,    but  be    wise  i    yet   we    see   nothing 

She  may  be  honest  yet.  Tell  me  but  this : — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wife's  bund? 

Oth.   I  gave  her  such  a  one  ;   'twas  my  first  gift. 

lago.   I  know  not  that  ;   but  such  a  handkerchief 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that, 

lago.   If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers. 
It  speaks  against  her,  with  tne  other  proofs. 

Oth.  0,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  uveal 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true. — Look  here,  lago; 


All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven: 
Til  gone. 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne  ' 
To  tyrannous  hate  !   swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues  ! 
Ingo.   Pray,  be  content. 
Oth,  0,  blood,  lago,  blood  ! 

logo.  Patience.   I   say:   your   mind,  perhaps,  may 

change. 
Oth,  Never,  lago.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sen, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  hut  keeps  due  on 
"Jo  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont ; 
Even  bo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  bumble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  *  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. — Now,  by  yond'  marble  heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow  [kneels. 

1  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet. — 

[kneeh 
Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above  ! 
You  elements,  that  clip 3  us  round  about ! 
Wituess,  that  here  [ago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
o  wrong'd  Othello's  service !  let  him  coromaud, 


'.  the  benit  on  which  tl 
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And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me 
What  bloody  work  soever. 

OtA.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance    houn- 

Ar.d  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to  't: 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say. 
That  Cassio  'a  not  alive. 

lago.     My    friend    is    dead ;     'tis    done,    at   your 
request : 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her,  lewd  mins  !   0,  damn  her  ! 

Come,  gu  with  me  apart;   I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.      Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant, 

lago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 


Eater 


,  smilia,  and  c 


Des.  Da  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieutenant 
Cassia  lies  ? 

Citnm.  I  dare  not  say,  he  lies  any  where. 

Da.  Why,  man  i 

Clown.  Ho  is  a  soldier ;  and  for  me  to  say  a 
soldier  lies,  is  stabbing. 


rusts  to  Otii-lln.  n 


Dei.  Go  to :  where  lodges  lie  ? 

Clown.  To  tell  you  where  lie  lodges  is  to  tell 
you  where  I  lie. 

Des.   Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  r 

t'lawn.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges;  ana  for  me 
to  devise  a  lodging,  and  say,  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies 
there,  were  to  lie  in  ray  own  throat. 

Des.   Can  yon  inquire  him  out,  and  be   edified   bv 

Clown.  I  will  catechise  the  world  for  him;  that 
is,  make  questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him ;  bid  him  come  hither :  tell  him, 
I  have  moved  my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope  all 
will  be  well. 

Ctovtn.    To   do    this,    is    within  the  compass  of 

man's  wit ;  and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it, 

[XM. 

Des.     Where    should    I    lose    that   handkerchief, 
Emilia? 

Emi.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Da.   Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 
Full  of  crusadoes : '  and,  hut  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Emi.  Is  he  not  jealous  t 

Dei     Who,  he  ?    I  think,  the  sun,  where  he  «u 
born. 
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Drew  all  such  humors  from  him. 

Emu.  Look,  whew  he  cornea. 

Det.  I  will  not  leare  him  now  till  Cassio 
Be  rall'd  to  him. — How  is  *t  with  yoo,  my  lord  ? 

Enter  othkllo. 

OM.  Well,  my  good  lady.— [mfr.]  O,  hardnea* 
to  dissemble ! — 
How  do  you,  Desdemona  ? 

D*t .  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand.  This  hand  is  moist,  my 

lady. 
Des.    It   yet   has   felt   no   age,   nor  known   no 

sorrow. 
Oth.  This  argues  fruitf ulness.  and  liberal  heart ; — 
Hot,    hot,    and    moist:    this    hand    of   yours   re- 
quires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigation,  exercise  devout ; 
Fnr  here  's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.         You  may,  indeed,  say  so  : 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oth.    A  liberal  hand.     The   hearts,  of  old,  gave 
hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is — hands,  not  hearts. 

Des.    I  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come  now,  your 

promise. 
Oth.  What  promise,  chuck  ? 
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On. 

I  have  sent  to  hid   Cassio  come   speak   with 

Olh. 

I  have  a  salt  and  sullen  rheum  offends  me  : 

Lend  tr 

e  thy  handkerchief. 

Des. 

Here,  my  lord. 

Oik. 

That  which  I  gave  you. 

Dux. 

1  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth. 

Not? 

D&. 

No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Olh. 

That  is  a  fault : 

That  h 

ndkerchief 

Did  an 

Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  ! 

She  wa 

s  a  charmer,1  and  could  almost  read 

The   [h 

oughts  of  people  :    she  told   her,   while   she 

kept  it, 

'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 

Intirely 

to  her  love  ;  hut  if  she  lost  it, 

Or  mad 

s  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 

Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  his  spirits  should  hunt 

After  n 

w  fancies  ;   she,  dying,  gave  it  me  ■ 

And  bid 

me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 

To  give 

it  her:   I  did  so;  and  take  heed  oft; 

Make  i 

a  darling  like  your  precious  eye; 

To  lose 

or  give  't  away,  were  such  perdition, 

As  nothing  else  could  match. 

Set. 

Is  it  possible  ? 

Oth. 

'Tis  true  ;   there  's  magic  in  the  web  of  it ; 

-    A  sibyl 

that  had  number'd  in  the  world 

1   EncbantreM. 
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The  si 

n  to  make  two  hundred  compasses 

la  her 
The  w 

prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work: 

arms  were  hallow'd,  that  did  hreed  the  siJK  , 

And  it 

was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 

Conserved  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Des 

Indeed  !   is  't  true? 

Oth 

Most  veritable :  therefore  look  to 

't  well. 

Des 

Then,  would  to  heaven,  that  I 

had   never 

Oth 

Ha !  wherefore  ? 

Des 

Oth 

Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly 
Is 't  lost  ?  is  't  gone  ?  speak,  is  i 

out  of  th- 

Des 

Heaven  bless  us ! 

Oth 
Des 

Say  you  ? 
It  is  not  lost ;  but  what  an  if  it  \ 

ere? 

Oth 

Ha! 

Des. 

I  say,  it  is  not  lost. 

Oth. 

Fetch  't  i  let  m 

e  see  it. 

Des. 

Why,  so  I  can,  sir,  but  I  will  not 

now. 

This  is 

a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  suit : 

Oth. 

let  Cassio  be  received  again. 
Fetch  me  that  handkerchief ;   my 

niad  mis. 

Des. 

gives. 

You  '11 

lever  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

Oil. 

The  handkerchief, 

Des. 

I  pray,  talk  me 

of  Cassia. 

Oth. 

The  handkerchief, 

Des. 

A  man  that,  all  his  time, 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortune  on  your  love ; 

ared  dangers  with  you  ; 

Qlh.   The  handkerchief. 

Des.  In  sooth,  you  arc  to  blame. 

Oth.   Away!  [Exit  Otfiello. 

8m*.   [*  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Ves.   I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there  'a  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief ; 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it, 

£mi.  Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man : 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food : 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full, 

ITIiey   belch   us.      Look  you!   Cassio,   and   my  hm- 
Ca 
That 


Enter  i 


Jago.   There  is  no  other  way  ;   'tis  she  must  do 't ; 
Llld,  lo,  the  happiness!  go,  and  importune  her. 

Des,   How   now,  good  Cassio  ?  what 's  the  newt 
with  you  ? 

Cas.   Madam,  my  former  suit  r   I  do  beseecli  yon, 
That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  bis  love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  duty  of  my  heart, 
Intirely  honor:   I  would  not  he  delay'd. 
If  my  offence  he  of  such  mortal  kind, 
That  neither  service  past,  nor  present  sorrow*. 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  a^ain. 
But  to  know  ho  must  be  my  benefit; 
So  lhall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forced  content. 
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And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
To  fortune's  alms. 

J)es.  Alas !   thrice-gentle  Cassio, 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;   nor  should  I  know  htia, 
Were  lie  in  favor,'  as  in  humor  alter'd. 
So  help  me,  every  spirit  sanctified. 
As  1  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best ; 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  bis  displeasure,* 
For  my  free  speech  !  You  must  awhile  be  patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;   and  mare  I  will, 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  yoo. 

Jago.   la  my  lord  angry  ? 

Emi.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

And,  certainly,  in  striinge  unquietness. 

Iaga.  Can  he  be  angry  ?    I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air ; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff  d  his  own  brother ;   and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment,  then  :   I  will  go  meet  him  : 
There  's  matter  in  't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Des.    I   pr'ythee,    do   so, — Something,    sure,    of 
state,—  [Exit  logo. 

Either  from  Venice  :  or  some  unhatch'd  practice,1 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  bis  clear  spirit ;   and,  in  such  ca?e* 
Men's  iiatures  wrangle  with  inferior  things. 


Within  the  shot  of  hi 


Though  great  ones  are  their  object.      'Tit  even  so  ; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 
Our  other  healthful  members  ev'n  to  that  sense 
G>    jmia.       Nay,    we    must    think,    men    ait-    in 

gods; 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal.      Hcshrew  toe  much,  Emilia, 
I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
But  now  1  find,  I  had  sii'iurn'd  the  witness, 
And  lie  '*  indited  fulsvlv. 

Enii.    Pray    heaven,   it  be    state   matters,   as  Jo' 
think ; 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy, 
Concerning  you. 

Des.  Alas,  the  day  !  I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Emi.   But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer'd  so  : 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause, 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous  :   'tis  a  monster, 
llegot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 

Dea.    Heaven  keep  that   monster   from   Othelli/ 


Emi.   Lady,  amen. 

Dea.    I   will  go  seek    him.— Cassia,    v 

If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I  'II  move  your  suit, 

And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 

Cat.   I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  a 


Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio ! 

C'as.  What  makes  j'ou  from  home  ? 

How  is  h  with  you,  my  moat  fair  Bianca  ? 
i'  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bid*.   And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What !  keep  a  week  away  ?  seven  days  and  nights  i 
Eight  score  eight  hours  ?   and  lovers'  absent  hour*, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  ? 

0  weary  reckoning ! 

Cos.  Pardon  me.  Bianca ; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  pre 3a' d  ; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time,1 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.      Sweet  Bianca. 

[giving  her  Dtsdtmona's  handktrrltirf. 
Take  me  this  work  out.s 

Bum.  O  Cassio,  whence  came  this? 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend : 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause. 
Is  it  come  to  this?    Well,  well. 

Throw  your  vile  guess' 
From   whence   you  hat 


Why,  whose  is  i 
lotj    sweet :     t    found 


I  like  the  work  well:  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough,  it  will)  1  "d  have  it  copied: 


Take  it,  and  do 


d  leave  me  for  this  time. 


Biaa.   Leave  you  !  wherefore  ? 

Cos.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish, 
To  have  him  see  roe  woman'd. 

Cat.  Not.  that  I  !o\ 
Bien, 
I  pray  you,  bring  me 
ind  say,  if  I  shall  see 
Can.  Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  c 
r  I  atttend  here:  but  I  '11  see  you  soon. 
Bian.   'Tis  very  good  ;   I  must  he  circumstanced.' 


Why,  I  pray  you  I 
e  you  not. 

But  that  you  do  not  love  mi 
on  the  way  a  little; 
t  night. 

n  bring  you. 


Enter  othkllo  and  laco. 

Iago.  Will  you  think  so  i 

Oth.  Think  so,  Iago  ? 

logo.  Whj.i. 

To  kiss  in  private  f 

Oth.  An  unauthorised  kiss, 

Iago.   Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Dili.   Naked  abed,  lago,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
hypocrisy  against  the  devil. 
Tbey  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so. 
The    devil    their    virtue    tempts,    and    tbey    tempt 

Iago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip  ; 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief,—— 
Oth.  What  then  ? 
Iago.  Why,  then  'lis  hers,  my  lord;  and.  being 

She  may,  1  think,  bestow  't  on  any  man. 

Oth.   She  is  protectress  of  her  honor  too  *, 
May  she  give  that  ? 

Iago.  Her  honor  is  an  essence  that 's  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft.  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  hnndkerehief 
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11  y  heaven.  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot 
it:— 

Thou  saidst, — O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory. 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house, 
lloding  to  all,1 — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

logo.  Ay,  what  of  that? 

Oth.  That  'a  not  so  good,  now. 

Iago.   What,  if  I  had  said,  [  had  seen  him  do  you 
wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say, — as  knnves  he  such  ubroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit. 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress, 
Convinced4  or  supplied3  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blah 

Oth,  Haih  he  said  any  thing  ? 

Iago.  He  hath,  my  lord;  but,  be  you  well  assured, 
No  more  than  he  '11  uuswear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  said  ? 

Iago,   Faith,   that  he   did,— 1   know  not  what  he 
did. 

Oth.   Whatf  what? 

Iago.   Lie 

Oth.  With  her  ? 

Iago.  With  her,  on  her;  wliat  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her! — We  say.  lie  on 
her,  when  they  belie  her.  Lie  with  her!  that's  ful- 
some.— Handkerchief, —  confessions, —  handkerchief. 


)  be  a  constant  attendant  oo  a 


— To  confess,  and  be  hanged  for  his  labor. — First,  to 


be  hanged,   and  then   to   confes 


-I   t 


I  it. 


e  would  not  invest  herself  in  such  shadowing 
jjjiT-sion  without  sume  instruction.1  It  is  not  words 
that  shake  me  thui. — Pish  ! — Noses,  ears,  and  lips. 
—  Is  it  possible?  —  Confess  I  —  Handkerchief  ! — O 
devil ! —  [falls  in  a  trai.ce. 

lago.   Work  on. 
My   medicine,    work!    Thus    credulous    fools    ate 

caught ; 
A tul  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  thus, 
AH  guiltless  meet  reproach. — What,  ho !  my  lord  ' 

Enter  cassio. 
My  lord,  I  say  !  Othello  ! — How  now,  Cassio  ? 

Cat.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

lago.   My  loni  is  fallen  into  an  epilepsy  : 
This  is  his  second  tit;   he  had  one  yesterday. 

Vat.   Kub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear : 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course  ; 
It  not,  he  l\mma  at  mouth;   and.  by  and  by, 
Hrenks  out  to  savage  madness.      Look,  he  stirs  : 
Dq  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
Mi'  will  n- rover  straight :  when  he  is  gone, 
1  would  n  Kreat  occasion  speak  with  you. — 

"  [Exit  Cassis. 
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iw  is  it,  general  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your  hem!  ? 
Oth.  Dost  thou  mock  me  ? 

lagp,  I  mock  you!   no,  hy  heaven. 

Would,  vim  would  hear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 
Oth.   A  horned  man  'a  a  monster  and  a  beast. 
lapa.   There  'a  many  a  beast   then   in   a  populous 


And  many  a  < 

Oth.  Did  be  confess  it  ? 

Jaga.  Good  sir.  be  a  man  : 

Think,  every  bearded  fellow,  that 's  but  yoked. 
May  draw  with  you  :   there  's  millions  now  olive. 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper '  beds, 
"Which    they    dare    swear    peculiar :     your    case    ia 

better. 
0.  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  Becure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste  !    No,  let  me  know ; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  he, 


Oth. 

0,  thou  art 

vise ;  'tis  cer 

layo 

Stand 

you  awhile  apart ; 

Confine 

yourself  but 

in  a  patient  1 

St.* 

Whilst 

you    were   h 

ere,   ere    while   mad 

with   your 

grief, 

(A  passion  most  uns 

jitiiig  such  a 

man) 

Cassio 

ame  hither  : 

I  shifted  him 

away. 

And  laid  good  'scuse 

upon  your  ec 

mm 
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Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  roe; 

The  which  he  promised.     Do  hut  encave  yourself. 

And  mark  the  llecrs.  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorn.'. 

That  dwell  in  every  region  of  liis  face; 

For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 

Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long-  ago,  and  when 

He  hath,  and  is  agaia  to  cope  your  wife  ; 

I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.      Marry,  patience  , 

Or  I  shall  say,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen. 

And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Olh.  Dost  thou  hear,  lago  ? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience  : 
But  (dost  thou  hear  ?)   most  bloody. 

lago.  That 's  not  amiss ; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.      Will  you  withdraw  ? 

[Othello  wit /titrates. 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Blanca, 
A  housewife,  that,  by  selling  her  desires. 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes  :   it  is  a  creature. 
That  dotes  on  Caasio:  as  'lis  the  strumpet's  pbgiie 
To  beguile  many  and  be  beguiled  by  one; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter. — Here  he  comes. 

Re-enter  cassio. 
As  be  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 
And  his  unbookish  '  jealousy  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio  s  armies,  gestures,  and  light  buhanur 


Tub   tionii  of  veni 

K                    2?S 

Quite  i 

i  the  wrong. — How  do  you 

now.  lieutenant  ? 

Cas. 

The  worser,  that  you  give 

ne  the  addition.1 

Whose 

want  even  kills  nie. 

lago 

Ply  Desdemona  well,  and 

irou  are  sure  eft. 

Now,  i 

this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power. 

[speaking  lower. 

Howq 

ickly  should  you  speed  ! 

Cat. 

Alas,  poor  caitiff! 

Oth. 

Look,  how  he  laughs  already  1               [aside. 

Ugo 

I  never  knew  a  woman  lo 

e  man  so. 

Cos. 

Alas,  poor  rogue  !    I  think, 

i'  faith,  she  loves 

oth. 

Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

[aside. 

lago 

Do  you  hear,  Cassio  ? 

Oth. 

Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  It  o'er.     Go  to  ;  well  said, 

well  said,   [aside. 

lago 

She  gives  it  out,  that  you 

shall  marry  her : 

Do  you 

intend  it  ? 

Cos. 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Oth. 

Do  you  triumph,  Roman  ? 

do  you  triumph  ? 

Cat. 

!  marry  her! — what?  a  customer!2  I  pr'ythee, 

bear  to 

me  charity  to  my  wit ;   do  n 

ot  think  it  so  un- 

wholesome.     Ha,  ha.  ha! 

Oth. 

So,  bo,  so,  so :  they  laugh 

that  win.    [aside. 

lago 

Faith,  the  cry  goes,   that 

you   si j ail   marry 

ber. 

laoflieiibNiuit                        «A 

common  ...D. 
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Cat.  Pr"ythe 

,  say  true. 

lago.   lama 

very  villain  else. 

Oth.  Have  you  scored  roe  ?    Weli. 

[aside. 

Cat.  This  is 

the   monkey's  own  giving  o 

t:  she 

is  persuaded  I  v 

ill  marry  her.  out  of  her  ow 

n    luve 

and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promise. 

Oth.    tago  beckous  me:   now  he  begins  the  story. 

Cas.  She  wa 

here  even  noij;   she  haunts 

t  """"'■ 

every  place.     I 

was.  the  other  day,  talking 

on  the 

sea -hank  with  c 

srtain  Venetians  ;   and  thithe 

comes 

the  bauble :  by 

this  hand,  she  falls  thus  about  my 

neck  ; 

Oth.    Crying 

0   dear   Casslo!    as   it   we 

e !    Iris 

gesture  imports 

it. 

[aside. 

Cas.  So  hang 

s,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon 

oae;   m 

hales,  and  pulls 

me  !   ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Olh.  Now  h 

tells,   how  she   plucked  him  to  my 

chamber.      0,  1 

see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  r 

ot  that 

dog  I  shall  thro 

iv  it  to. 

[aside. 

Cas.  Well,  I 

must  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before 

me  !   look,  where  she  comes. 
Enter  bianca. 

Cat.  "Tit  such  another  fitchew '. '  marry, 

a  ner- 

fumed  one. — What  do   you  mean   by   this  haunting 

lit  me  ? 

Bian.    Let   t 

e   devil   and  his   dam  haun 

you! 

1  A  polecni- 

mt  did  you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief  you 
gave  me  even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it !  I 
icist  take  out  the  whole  work  ? — A  likely  piece  of 
work,  ihat  you  should  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and 
not  know  who  left  it  there  !  Thia  in  some  minx'* 
token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work?  There,  give 
it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you  had  it,  I'll 
t.ke  out  no  work  on 't. 

Cas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca  ?  how  now  ? 
how  now  ? 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief ! 
[aside. 

itian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you 
.nay;   an   you   will  not,   come   when   you   a 


prepared  for. 

logo.  After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.  Faith,  I  must;  she'll  rail  in  the 
else. 

lago.    Will  you  sup  there  : 

Cos.   Faith,  I  intend  so. 

laga.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you  ; 
would  very  fain  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  come ;  will  you  ? 

lago.   Go  to ;   say  no  more.  [Exit 

Oth.   How  shall  I  murder  him,  lago? 

lago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed 
»ice? 

Oth.   0.  lago! 


[ /■;,■< 


/ago.   And  did  you  see  the  handker 


ief? 


Oth.   Was  that  n 


e? 
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Des 

Cousin,  there  's  fallen  betw 

en  him  and  my 

lurd 

An  unkind  breach  ;  but  you  shall  m 

ake  all  well. 

Oik 

Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Des 

My  lord  ? 

Oth. 

•  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will — ' 

\ieads 

Lo. 

ie  did  not  call ;  be  's  busy 

n  the  paper. — 

Is  there  division  'twixt  thy  lord  and  Cassio? 

Des. 

A  most  unhappy  one  :   I  would  do  much 

Toato 

e '  them,  for  the  love  I  bear 

to  Cassio. 

Oth. 

Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Des. 

My  Ion 

? 

Oth. 

Are  you  wise  ? 

Des. 

What,  is  he  angry  f 

Lo. 

May  be,  the  letter  moved  him  : 

For,  as 

I  thiak,  they  do  command  h 

m  home, 

Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Des. 

By  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on 

Oth. 

Indeed  f 

Des. 

My  lrrd  ? 

Oth. 

I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des. 

How 

sweet  Othello  ? 

Oth. 

Devil! 

[striking  her. 

Des. 

I  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lo. 

My   lord,    this    would    not 
Venice, 

be   believed  in 

Thougl 

I  should  swear  I  saw  it :  'tis  very  much. 

'  Reconcile. 

Make  her  amends  ;   she  weeps. 

Oth.  O  devil,  devil! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman'*  tears, 
Kach  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. — 
Out  of  my  sight! 

ties.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you. 

Lo.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady  : 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

Oth.  Mistress. 

Dea.  My  lord  f 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir? 

Lo.  Who,  I.  my  lord  F 

Of  A.  Ay ;  you  did  wish   that  I  would  make  lisr 
turn: 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again :  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep ; 
And  she  -s  obedient,  as  you  say, — obedient, — 
Very  obedient ; — proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  sir ;— O,  well-painted  passion  ' 
I  am  commanded  home  : — get  you  away ; 
I  '11  send  for  you  anon. — Sir,  I  obey  the  mandnte. 
And  will  return  to  Venice. — Hence,  avaunt ! 

{Exit  Deetemnna, 
Cassis  (shall  have  my  place  !   and,  sir,  to-night, 
1  ao  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together. 
You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats  and   mon- 
keys !  [Exit. 
.  Is  this  the  nuhle  Moor,  whom  our  full  te- 


sufficient  ?    this  the  noble  nature. 
Whom  pulsion  could  not  shake  ?   whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance, 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce  ? 

logo.  He  is  much  changed. 

Lo.   Are  his  wits  safe  ?   is  he  not  light  of  brain  .' 
lago.   He  is   that  he   is :   I  may   not  breathe   my 

What  he  might  be, — if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not, — 
1  would  to  Heaven  he  were. 

Lo.  What,  strike  hia  wife '. 

logo.   Faith,   that  was   not  so  well ;   yet   would   I 

That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst, 

Lo.  Is  h  his  use  ? 

Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 

And  new-create  this  fault  ? 

logo.  Alas,  alas  ! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me  to  speak 

What  I  have   seen   and   known.      You   shall  observe 

And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so. 
That  I  may  save  my  speech.     Do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lo.  I  am  sorry  that  1  am  deceived  in  him. 

{Ftevnl. 


A  room  in  the  castle. 


Enter 


and  em  il.ll. 


Oth.  You  have  seen  nothing  then  ? 

Etui.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

Oth.   Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  she  together. 

Emi.   But  then  I  saw  no  harm ;   and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable,  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whisper  ? 

Emi.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way  f 

Emi.  Never, 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  ant 
nothing? 

Emi.   Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That 's  strange. 

Emi.   I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest; 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake  :   if  you  think  other, 
Ketnove  your  thought ;   it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  Heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse ! 
For.  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true, 
There  "s  nu  man  happy ;   the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither ;  go. 

\Exit  Emiiia. 
She  says  enough  ;   yet  she  's  a  simple  bawd 
That  cannot  say  aa  much.      This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet  lock  and  kev  of  viUanuus  secrets: 


And  yet  she'll  kneel  and  pray;    I  I 
do't. 


Re-enter  emilia,  with  n: 
Des.   My  lord,  what  is  your  will  f 
Oth.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Dei.   What  is  your  pleasure  ? 
Oth.  Let  me  see  your  eyei  : 

I.iink  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  faucy  'b  this  ? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  mistress : 

[to  Emilia. 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door; 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come : 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery  ! — nay,  despatch. 

[Exit  Emilia. 
Den.   Upon   my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  im- 

1  understand  a  fury  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.   Why,  what  art  thou  ? 


Dts. 

And  loyal  wife. 


Should  fear  Co  s 
damn'd  ; 
Swear  ihou  art  hoi 


Your  wife,  my  lord ;  your  true 


swear  it;  damn  thyself; 
of  heaven,   the  devils  thein- 


thee ;    therefore   be  double- 
Heaven  doth  truly  know  it, 


Oth.   Heaven  truly  knows  that   thou   art  false  as 

hell. 
Des.  To  whom,   my  lord?     With  -whom?     How 


Oth.   O  Deader 


[   away  !   away  ! 


lies.   Alas,  the  heavy  day  ! — Why  do  you  wecj 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  these  tears,  my  lord  ? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  Buspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay   not  your  blame   on    me :    if    you    hare   h 

Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleased  Heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction  ;   had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores  and  shames  on  my  bare  head ; 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips  ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience  :  but,  alas  !  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at; — 
0!    O! 

Vet  could  I  bear  that  too ;   well,  very  well. 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  '  up  my  heart; 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life  ; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  rum. 
Or  else  dries  up  ;  to  he  discarded  thence; 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 


To    knot    and     gender 


—turn    thy   complexion 
se-lipp'd  cheramn  ; 


Patience,  thou  young  and  r 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  aa  hell  ! 

Des.  I  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 

Oth.   O,  ay;   as  summer  flies  ore  in  the  shambles. 
'Hint  quicken  even  with  blowing.      O  thou  weed. 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell's  t  so  sweet. 

That  the  sense  aches  at  thee  ; would,  thou  hadst 

ne'er  been  born ! 

Dcs.   Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed  ? 

Oth.   Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?    What  committed  ! 
Committed  ! — O  thou  public  commoner! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty, 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds. — What  committed  ! 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meets, 
Is  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it. — What  committed  !— 
Impudent  strumpet! 

Des.  By  heaven,  yon  do  me  wrong. 

Oth.   Are  not  you  a  strumpet? 

Des.  No,  ns  I  am  a  Christian! 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none, 

Oth.   What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Oea.  No.  us  1  shall  be    aved, 

Oth.   Is  it  possible  » 


t  sF   venicr. 


Des.  0,  Heaven  forgive  us ! 


k  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
tat  married  with  Othello. — You,  I 


iat  have  the  office  o 
&  keep  the  gate  of  hell  ;  — 
e  have  done  our  course  ;  X 


itiint  Peter,     ' 
!   you  !  ay,  you ! 
'a  money  for  you? 


I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counsel. 

[Esit. 

Emi.  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive  ? — 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  ludy  ? 

Oh.  Faith,  half  asleep. 

Emi,  Good  madam,  what 'a  the  matter  with  my 
lord? 

Des.  With  who  ? 

Emi.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 

Des.  Who  is  tby  lord  f 

Emi.  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Dea,   I  have  none :  da  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia ; 
I  cannot  weep  ;   nor  answer  I  have  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.      Pr'ytliM,  to-night 
],ay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets, — remember; 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

F/Bii.  Here  is  a  change,  indeed  ! 

IKiit. 

Dn.  'Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  very  meet, 
low  have  I  been  behaved,  that  he  might  (tick 


ind  easy  tasks  : 

) ;   for,  in  good  faith. 
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The  tmall'st  opinion  on  my  great'st  abuse  } 

Re-enter  emit.!*,  with  iago. 
Iago.   What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  ?     How  is  it 

with  you  ? 
Des.   I  cannot  teli.      Those,  that  do   teach   your.g 

Do  it  with  gentle  means  i 
He  might  have  chid  me  si 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Iago.  What 's  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Emi.   Alas,  Iago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhored  her. 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.  Am  I  that  name,  Iago  ? 

Iago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

Des.   Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

Emi.    He  call'd  her,  whore  :    a  beggar,   in   Lis 

Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callet.' 
Iago.   Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des.    I  do  not  know  :   I  am  sure,  I  am  none  such. 
logo.    Do   not   weep,  do  not    weep.     Alas,  the 

Emi.   Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches. 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends, 
Tn  he  call'd  whore  f    Would  it  not  make  cne  wtt  p  ' 


c  "tE"gi  *MMi»g  slare,  to  get  nae  ocSce, 

1  II  be  kne'd  ebe. 

/•aw.   Fie.  there  b  no  seen  am ;  it  n  hamaarible. 

/fe».    If  any  Midi  there  be.  Heaven  pardoa  him ! 

Emi.    A   baiter  pardon    him,   and   heli  gnaw  bit 

bout! 

Why    abomld   be  call  her  whore?    who    keeps    her 

What  place  ?    what   time  ?    what  form  ?   what  like- 
lihood? 
The  Moor  '■  abased  by  some  most  rilhnoa*  knare. 
Some  bare  notorious  knave,  some  scurry  fellow. — 
O.  bearen,  that  such  companions  '  then  'dst  unfold ; 
And  put  in  every  honest  band  a  whip, 
To  hub  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world. 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west ! 


Emi  O,  fie  upon  him 
Tttt  Srro'd  your  wit  the 
And  made  you  to  suspect 

itao.   You  are  a  fool  : 

On. 


I    Bm 


Speak  within  door. 
ie  snch  squire  he  wan, 
I  side  without,* 
ith  the  Moor. 


What  sball  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 

Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;   for,  by  this  Sight  tit  heaven. 

I  know  not  how  I  lost  him.      Here  I  kneel. — 

It  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  lore. 

Either  in  discourse  of  thought,  or  actual  deed  ; 

Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense 

Delighted  them  in  any  other  form ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will,— though  he  do  shake  me  off 

To  beggarly  divorcement, — love  him  dearly, 

Comfort  forswear  me  I      Unkindness  may  do  much  . 

And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 

Hut  never  taint  my  love.      1  cannot  say,  whore  ; 

It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word  : 

To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition  '  earn. 

Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

logo.  1  pray  you,  be  content ;  'tis  but  his  humor: 
The  business  01  the  state  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Dt».  If  'twere  no  other. 

logo.   It  is  but  so,  I  warrant  you.  \trumpet*. 

Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper! 
And  the  great  messengers  of  Venice  stay. 
bo  in,  and  weep  not:  nil  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 


M*.  With  aawght  W  tiwth. 
•rff  M  of  «t  tin  :  the  jewels  ten  have  h*J 
ha  ne  to  deliver  to  DesdecnoM  «o*M  kalf  k*<» 
compted  a  Totarist-  You  We  told  m»  the  b*i 
received  tbea.  and  returned  me  expectations  ami 
conafarta  of  todden  respect  tad  acquittance  ;  *  but  I 
lllllll 

/•a*.  Well;  go  to;  Terr  w(!1- 

fl».  Very  irell !  go  to !  1  cannot  go  to.  man  :  nor 
tb  Mot  very  well:  by  this  hand.  1  nay.  it  >»  my 
•curry;  and  begin  to  find  mvself  fobbed  in  u. 

Imp.  Very  well. 

£j.  I  tell  you.  'tis  not  very  well-  I  will  make 
■tyael:  known  to  Dendemoua :  if  she  will  return  ma 
■r/jeweb,  I  will  give  over  roy  mil.   and    repent    my 


'  PatlMI  in*  off. 


OTUCLLO, 

unlawful  solicitation ;  if  not,  assure  yourself,  I  will 
aeek  satisfaction  of  you. 

logo.   You  have  said  now. 

Ro,  Ay,  and  I  have  sold  nothing  but  what  I  pro- 
test intendment  of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  now  I  see  there  's  mettle  in  thee  i 
and  even,  from  this  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a, 
better  opinion  than  ever  before.  Give  rae  thy 
hand,  Roderigo  ;  thou  hast  taken  against  rae  a  most 
just  exception ;  but  yet,  I  protest,  I  have  dealt 
most  directly  in  thy  affair. 

Ro.  It  hath  not  appeared, 

logo.  1  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared ;  and 
your  suspicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment. 
But,  Roderigo,  if  ihou  hast  that  within  thee  indeed, 
which  I  have  greater  reason  to  believe  now  than 
ever, — I  mean,  purpose,  courage,  and  valor, — this 
night  show  it;  if  thou  the  nest  night  following 
enjoyest  not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world 
with  treachery,  and  devise  engines  for  my  life. 

Ro.  Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  within  reason  and 
compass  ? 

logo.  Sir.  there  is  especial  commission  come  from 
Venice,  to  depute  Cassio  in  Othello's  place. 

Ro.  Is  that  true?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desde- 
mona return  again  to  Venice. 

/ago.  O,  no  ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  takes 
away  with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  unless  his  abode 
be  lingered  here  by  some  accident ;  wherein  none 
can  be  so  determinate  as  the  removing  of  Cussio 

Ro.   How  do  you  mean,  removing  of  him : 
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lago.   Why,  by  making-  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place  :   knocking  out  his  brains. 

Ro.  And  that  yon  would  have  me  do  J 
Jago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  da  yourself  a  profit  and  a 
right.  He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlot,  and  thither 
will  1  go  to  him:  he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honorable 
fortune.  If  you  will  watch  his  going  thence, 
(which  I  will  fashion  to  full  out  between  twelve  and 
one)  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleasure ;  I  will  he 
near  to  second  your  attempt,  and  he  shall  fail  be- 
tween us.  Come,  stsnd  not  amazed  at  it,  hut  go 
along  with  me  ;  I  will  show  you  such  a  necessity  in 
his  death,  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to 
put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  supper-time,  and  the 
night  grows  to  waste  :  '  about  it. 

IRo.   I  will  hear  farther  reason  for  this. 
Iago.   And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [Exeunt. 

I 


Another  room  in  ike  ensile. 

EM014A,   EMILIA,   and 


'm.    I  do  beseech  you,  sir,   trouble  yourself  no 

farther. 

Oth.   O,  pardon  me  ;   'twill  do  me  i"ood  to  walk. 
La.  Madam,  good  night :  I  humbly  thank  your 

ladyship. 
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Dm. 

Your  honor  is  most  welcome. 

0th. 

Will  you  walk,  tit  t — 

0,  Desdemona, 

Da, 

My  lord  ? 

0th. 

Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant ;  I  will  be 

returned   forthwith  ;  dismiss  your  attendant  there  : 

look,  it 

be  done. 

Dtt. 

I  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Othello,  Lodovico,  and  Attendants. 

E,ni 

How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he 

did. 

Des. 

He  says,  he  will  return  incontinent.1 

He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed ; 

And  bade  nie  to  dismiss  you. 

Eml 

Dismiss  me  ? 

Des. 

It  was  his  bidding ;   therefore,  good  Emilia, 

Givem 

e  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 

We  must  not  now  displease  him. 

Emi 

I  would,  you  had  never  seen  him ! 

Des. 

So  would  not  I:   my  love   doth   so   approve 

him, 
even     his     stubbornness,     his     checks,     and 

That 

frowns, — 

Pr'ythe 

e,  unpin  me, — have  grace  and  favor  in  them. 

Emi 

I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on 

the  bed. 

Dn 

All 's  one : — Good  father !  how  foolish  are 

"•"M"- 

>  [mmediuelT- 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee,  shroud  me 
Id  one  of  those  fame  sheets. 

Kmi.  Come,  come  j  you  talk. 

Des.   My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara ; 
She  was  in  love,  and  he  she  loved  proved  mad.1 
And  did  forsake  her  s   she  hail  a  song  of — Willow ; 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  express 'd  her  fortune. 
And  she  died  singing  it :   that  song,  to-night, 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  :   I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 
And  siag  it  like  poor  Barbara. — Pr'ythee,  despatch. 

Emi.   Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  f 

Des.  No,  unpin  me  here. — 

This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 

Emi.   A  very  handsome  man. 

Des.  And  he  speaks  well. 

Emi,  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice,  who  would  hum 
walked  barefoot  to  Palestine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether 


, 


Des.   '  The  poor  soul  sat   sighing   by  a   sycamore 
tree ;  [/iiiying. 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  ; 
hand    on    her    bosom,    her    head     (in     her 


Sing  willoi 
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The  fresh  streams  ran  by  her,  and  murmur'd  h*r 

moans ; 
Sing  willow,  &c. 
Her  salt  tears  fell  from   her,   and   soften'd  the 

stones ;' 

Lay  by  these : 

'  Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  ;' 
Pr'ythee,  hie  thee ;  he  '11  come  anon. — 

•  Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland.' 

XI. 

'  Let  nobody  blame  him,  his  scorn  I  approve  ; — ' 

Nay,   that 's  not  next.  —  Hark !    who   is    it    that 
knocks  ? 
Erni.   It  is  the  wind. 

Des.  '  I  call'd  my  love,  false   love ;  but  what  said 
he  then  ? 
Sing  willow,  &c. 
H  I  court  mo  women,  you  '11  couch  with  mo  men.' 

So  get  thee  gone  :  good  night.     Mine  eyes  do  itch  : 
Doth  that  bode  weeping  ? 

JEW.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.    7  have  heard  it  said  so. — O,  these   men, 
these  men ! — 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, — tell  me,  Emilia, — 


That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  hu  standi 
n  grass  kind  ? 

e  such,  no  question. 
Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  n  deed  for  all  the 

world  ? 
Emi.  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Des.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light ! 

Emi.   Not  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light : 
might  do  't  as  well  i'  the  dark. 
lies.  Wouldst  thou  do  sucb  a  deed  for  all  the 

world  ? 
Emi.  The   world  is  a  huge  thing :    'lis  a  great 

For  a  small  vice. 

Des.  Good  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not. 

Emi.  By  my  troth,  1  think  1  should,  and  undo 't 
vhen  I  had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a 
thing  for  a  joint. ring,  nor  for  measures  of  lawn  ;  nor 
for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor  caps,  nor  any  petty  ex- 
hibition :  '  but,  for  the  whole  world, Why,  who 

would  not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold  to  make  him 
a  monarch?     I  should  venture  purgatory  for't. 

Des.  Beshrew  me,  if  1  would  do  such  a  wrong  for 
the  whole  world. 

Emi.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'  the  world; 
and,  having  the  world  for  your  labor,  'tis  u  wrong 
in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it 
right. 


I  &<■  r.ot  lUaft  d  ':■';  it  Mf  <:■-'.  = 
Ye*,  a  dozen  ;  and  a*  many 
To  the  vantage,1   as  would  ttore   the  world  thej 

play'd  for. 
Ihit,  I  do  think,  it  it  tbetr  hatband*'  fao!r?. 
If  wire*  do  fall.     gar.  that  they  dark  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treature*  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  cUe  break  out  in  peevish  jealouiie*. 
Throwing  rettraint  upon  u*;  or,  *ay,  tbey  strike  us, 
Or  »cant  our  former  having  in  detpite ; * 
Why,  we  have  gall* ;  and,  though  we  have  some 

grace. 
Yet  we  have  tome  revenge.     Let  husbands  know. 
Their  wire*  have  taunt  *   like   tbem :    they  see   and 

And  hove  their  palates  both  for  tweet  and  tour, 
A»  liu«band«  have.      What  in  it  that  they  do, 
Wbn  they  change  u»  for  other*?    It  it  sport? 
I  think  il  in  :   and  doth  affection  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth  s  is  '(  frailty  that  tbu*  errs  ? 
It  it  *o  too :  and  have  not  we  affection*. 
IJenire*  for  vport,  and  frailty,  at  men  have  ? 
Then,  let  tbem  tme  it*  well ;   else,  let  tbem  know. 


The  ill*  v 


If,,  tin] 


Dei.  Good  night,  good  night.     Heaven  me  each 
usage  tend, 
Not  to  pick  bud  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend! 

[Ej:eunl. 


THE     MOON    < 


logo.   Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk  ;   straight  will 
he  come  : 
Wear  thy  [rood  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick  ;   fear  nothing ;    I  '11  be  at  thy  elbow : 
It  makes  us  or  it  mars  us;  think  on  that ; 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 

Ro.  Be  near  at  band  ;  I  may  miscarry  in 't. 

lago.   Here,  at  thy  hand  ;   be   bold,   and   take  thy 
sword.  [retires  to  a  little  distaiicr. 

Ro.   I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reasons. — 
Tis  but  a  man  gone  : — forth,  ray  sword  ;   he  dies. 

[goes  to  his  stand. 

logo.   I  have  ruhb'd   this  young   quat '   almost   (o 
the  sense,1 
And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  whether  he  kill  Cassio, 
Or  Cassia  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Ever}'  way  makes  my  gain.     Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels,  that  I  bohb'd  from  him, 
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Forth '   of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyei,  are. 

blotted ; 
Thy  bed,    lust-staia'd,   ehall   with  lust's  blood  ba 

spotted.  [Exit  Othello. 


Eater  l 


and  gratia.no.  at  a  distance. 

«?*  murder! 


Cas.  What,  ho  !  no  watch  ?  n 
murder ! 

Gra.    'Tis   some    mischance ;    the   cry    is    ver; 
direful. 

Cos.  O,  help ! 

La.  Hark ! 

Bo.  0  wretched  villain  ! 

Lo.    Two  or  three  groans ! — it  is  a  heavy  3  night 
These  may  be  counterfeits  ;  let 's  think  't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Ho.   Nobody  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 


i  his  shirt,  with  light 


Enter  iaqo,  with  a  light. 
Lo.  Hark! 
Gra.   Here  's  one   com 

and  weapons. 
logo.    Who 's   there  ?    whose   noise   is  this,   that 

La.  We  do  not  know. 

Jago.  Did  you  not  hear  a  cry  t 

Cas.   Here,  here  ;   for  heaven's  sake,  help  me. 


3ia 


[ago.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid  !- 

Light,  gentlemen  ;  I  'II  bind  it  with  my  shirt. 


■  Enter  biamca. 

BSan.    What    is  the   matter,    ha?  who   is  "t   tfcst 

[ago.  Who  is  't  that  cried  ? 

Bum.  0  my  dear  Cassio  !  my  sweet  Cassio ! 
O  Cassio  !   Cassio  !   Cassio  ! 

Jago.     0    notable    strumpet !— Cassio,    may    you 
suspect 
Who  thev  should  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Cas.   No. 

Gra.   I  am  sorry  to  find  you  thus  :   I  have  been  to 
seek  you. 

[ago.  Lend  me  a  garter :  so. — 0,  for  a  chair. 
To  bear  liim  easily  hence  ! 

Bian.   Alas,  he  faints. — O  Cassio!   Cassio !  Cassio ! 

[ago.   Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  Injury. — 
Patience  awhile,  good  Cassio. — Come,  come: 
Lend  me  a  light. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas !  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Iloderigo  ?   no  :   yes,  sure  :— O  heaven  !   Roderieo. 

Gra.   What,  of  Venice  ? 

[ago.  Even  he,  sir  :  did  you  know  him  ? 

Gra.  Know  him  ?  «y. 

Jago.     Signior    Gratiano  ?     I    cry    you    gentla 

These  bloody  accidents  roust  excuse  my  manners. 


That  so 
Gra. 


leglected  j 


la 


i  glad  to  see  you. 

rio  ? — 0,  a  chair,  a  chair] 


logo.   How  do  you,  Ces; 

Gra.  Roderigo ! 

lago.   He,  be,   'tis  he  : — 0,   thai 's   well   sail1. : — 
the  chair. — ■  [a  ehair  brought  in. 

Some  good  man  benr  him  carefully  from  hence ; 
I  '11  fetch  the  general's  surgeon. — For  you,  mistress, 

I'lo  Bianco.. 
Save  you  your  labor. — He  that  lies  slain  here, 
: 


Was   my   dear    friend;    what    malice  i 


between 


Cas.   None  in  the  world;   nor  do  I  know  the  man. 
lago.    [to  Bian.~\    What,  look  you  pale  ? — O,  bear 
him  out  o'  the  air.— 

[Cassia  and  Roderigo  are  borne  off. 
itay  you,  good  gentlewoman. — Look  you  pale,  mis- 

Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye  ?- — 
Nay,  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon. — 
Behold  her  well;    I  pray  you,  look  upon  her; 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen  ?    nay,  guiltiness  will  speak. 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  bmilia. 

Emi.  'Las,  what 's  the  matter  ?  what 's  the  matter, 

husband  ? 
Iiiqo.   Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
liy  Itoderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  scaped; 
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He  's  almost  slain,  nnd  Hoderigo  dead, 

Emi.  Alas,  good  gentleman  !  alas,  good  Cassic ! 
la'jo.    This   is   the   fruit    of   whoring. — IYythce 
Emilia, 

Ho  know  of  Caesio  where  he  supp'd  to-night. 

What,  do  you  shake  at  that  ? 

Bion.  He  supp'd  at  my  house  ;   but  I  therefore 

logo.   O,  did  he  so  ?    I  charge  you,  go  with  me. 

Emi.    Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet  ! 

Bion.  I  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emi.  As  I  ?  foh  !   fie  upon  tbee  ! 

I  ago.    Kind  gentlemen,  let  'a  go  see  poor  Cassiu 
dress'd. 
Come,  mistress,  you  must  tell  us  another  tale. 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel, 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  has  happ'd. — 
Will  you  go  on,  I  pray  ?— This  is  the  night,    [aside. 
That  either  makes  me,  or  fordoes '  me  quite. 

[fij-ftinf. 


A   bedchamber:    hebdemona   in  bed  aslcrji :    a   liyht 

burning. 

Enter  otiiei.lo. 

Oik    It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my  auul ,— 


Ml 
lea 


I 

fc 


rf  ifgHBtfing 


wfaatl 


TL 


ct  an.  che 


«fa«n<9£  %  Sreak  ier  «wnn£  '—one  nar*    me  xure. 
Be  than  vfua  difHL  art  lead,  and  I  Till  kdL  nt-e. 
And  W*e  riiee  after:— noe  mure,  ami  tni*  :£ie  laac 
•ft*  «r<Kt  -araa  ae'*r  *i  fataL     I  most  -veep. 
ftot  tber  ant  *»T£l  sear* :  Ou*  mrnrw  "5  'itisr^abr : 
It  atrike*  wiere  It  *iodi  Laws. — She  -raea. 

Da .  Who  '*  ther-i  r   Cjteuala  ? 

Ori.  At,  Desxeaunaw 

/far,  Wol  jin  coine  to  Ted .  mj  Iiari  ? 

(st%„  Ha**  ym  prxfd  pvmgftc,  Destemcoa.  * 


►  :_*.  rfa*  fight  of  life. 


':ra>.«OK  del 


S:  .-T'.iT.y  sr 


c>Tir--:j.i-o 


Act  r  <.au  U. 


DBS. 


Ay,  ray  lord. 


Oth.  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  c 
Unreconciled  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
S-.'Jicit  for  it  straight. 

Des.     Alas,    my    lord,    what    may    you  mean  by 
that? 

Otk.  Well,  do  it.  and  be  brief;   I  will  walk  by: 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit ; 
No, — Heaven  forcfend  I  '  —  I  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 

Des.   Talk  yon  of  killing  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  I  do. 

Des.  Then,  Heaven 

Have  mercy  on  me! 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart! 

Des.   If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Humph! 

Des.   And  yet  I  fear  you  ;   for  you  are  fatal  then, 
When  your  eyes  roll  so :  why  I  should  fear,  I  know 

Since  guiltiness  I  know  not;  but  yet,  I  feel,  I  fe:ir. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.   Ay.  and  for  that  thou  dieat. 

Des.     That    death  'a    unnatural    that    kills    for 
loving. — 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip  ? 
Some  bloody  passion  ahakes  your  very  frame. 
These  are  portents  ;   but  yet,  I  hope,  I  hope, 
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They  do  nut  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  still ! 

Des.   I  will  so  :   what 's  the  matter  f 

Oth.   That  handkerchief,   which   I   so   loved,   and 
gave  thee. 
Thou  gavest  to  Cassio. 

Deg.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ; 

Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed. 

Take  heed  of  perjury  :  thou  'rt  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des.   Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Yes,  presently : 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin  ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath, 
Cannot  remove  nor  choke  the  strong  conception, 
That  I  do  groan  withal.      Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me! 

Oth.  I  say.  Amen. 

Des.  And  have  you  mercy  too! — I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life ;  never  loved  Cassio, 
Hut  with  such  general  warranty  of  Heaven 
As  I  might  love  i  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in  hi* 

0  perjured  woman!   thou  dost  atone  my  heurt i 
And  makest  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do. 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice  : 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

Dei.  He  found  it  then ; 

I  never  gave  it  him. — Send  for  him  hither, 
And  let  him  confess  a  troth. 


Emi.    [wifiiM.]  What  ho!   my  lord, 


&m,   \within,~\    0,  | 
word  with 


my  lord,  I  would  speak  a 


you. 


Still  i 


th.    Yes;    "lis    Emilia: — by    and    by. — She  'a 

dead, 
like  she  comes  to  apeak  of  Cassio's  death. 

:  was  high. — Ha!  no  more  moving? 

he   grave.      Shall  she   come   in  ?     Were  't 

I  think,  she  stirs  again  : — no. — What  'a  the  best  ? 

If  she  come  in,  she  "11  sure  speak  to  my  wife. — 

My  wife  !   my  wife  !   what  wife  ?— I  have  no  wife, 

0.  insupportable  !    O,  heavy  hour  ! 

Methinks,  it  should  be  now  a.  huge  eclipse 

Of  sun  and  moon  ;  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 

Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Emi.     [within.]    I    do   beseech  you   I   may   speak 
with  you, 
O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Oth.   I  had  forgot  thee  :   0.  come  in,  Emilia:— 
Soft; — by  and  by  :— let  me  the  curtains  draw. — 
Where   art   thou  ?    What 's    the    matter   with   thee 
now  ?  [unlocks  the  door. 


Emi.    O,   good    : 

dar.e. 
Oth.  What  ?  noi 
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O.h.   It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon  : 
She  comriB  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

'■ni.  Cassio,  my  loid,   has  kill'd   a  young  Vene. 

Call'd  Roderigo. 

1th.  Roderigo  kill'd, 

And  Cassia  kill'd? 

Emi.  No,  Cassio  is  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  Not  Cassio  kill'd  ?    Then  murder  'a  out  of 

And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd  ! 

Emi.  Alas  !  what  cry  is  that  ? 

Oth.  That,  what? 

Emi.  Out,  and  alas !  that  was  my  lady's  voice  : — 
Help!  help,  ho!  help! — 0  lady,  speak  again  ! 
Sweet  Desdemona !     0,  sweet  mistress,  speak  ! 

Des.  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

Emi.  O,  who  hath  done 

This  deed  f 

)«■         Nobody;    I  myself:   farewell. 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord  :   O,  farewell.      [diet. 

Oth.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd  ? 

Emi.  Alas,  who  knows  : 

Oth.   You  heard  her  sny  herself,  it  was  not  1. 

Emi.   She  said  so  ;   I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.  She  '$,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  liell : 
'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

'mi.  O,  the  more  angel  she, 

I  vou  the  blacker  devil ! 


Oth,  She  tura"d  to  follv.  and  sin 
JSmi.  'll.oi 


belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 


Of'-.   She  11 


-  uU 


Emi.  Thou  art  rash  as  lire,  to  aay 

That  she  was  false  :   0,  she  was  heavenly  true! 

Olh.   Cassio  did  tup  her  ;   ask  thy  husbund  else. 
0,  I  were  daran'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
ISut  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity.     Thy  husband  knew  it  all- 

Emi.    My  huBband  ? 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

Emi,  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  Cassi 

Nay,  had  she  been  true, 

If  Heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  intire  and  perfect  chrysolite,1 
1  'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emi,  My  husband  ? 

Oth,  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  £ 

An  honest  man  he  is,  nnd  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emi,  My  husband  ? 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iterance,*  woman  ?    I 
thy  husband. 

Emi.   O   mistress,  villany  hath  made    mocks  ' 


love 
My  husband  say,  that  she  1 


s  frtlse 


I  say,  thy  husband.     Dost  understand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband  :   honest,  honest  lago. 

Emi.  If  he  say  so,  may  liis  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  !  he  lies  to  the  heart : 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

Oth.  Ha! 

Emi.  Do  thy  worst  ! 

Tliis  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven. 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace ;  you  were  best. 

Emi.   Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do  m< 

As  I  have  to  be  hurt.1     O  gull !    O  dolt  1 

As  ignorant  as  dirt !   thou  hast  done  a  deed, 

I  care  not  for  thy  sword  ;    I  '11  make  thee  known, 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. — Help!   help,  ho  !   help! 


The  Moor  has  k 


murder!  murder! 


GRATIANO,   and  IAGO. 

the  matter  ? — How  now,  general  ? 


Enter 
Jfon.  What 
Emi.    0,  ar 

well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders 
Gra.  What  is  the  matter  f 

Emi.   Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be  'st  a  man. 
He  says,  thuu  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false  i 
>w,  thou  didst  not;  thou  'rt  not  such  a  viliuin. 


:,   lago  ?   you  have  done 
your  neck  1 


n  I  bear  tbmn  yon  dar*  ■: 


Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Ingtt.   I   told   Lira  what   I   thought ;   and   told    no 

Tluin  what  he  found  himself  was  ajit  and  true. 

Emi.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false? 

logo.   I  did. 

Emi.  You  told  a  lie  ;  an  odious,  damned  lie , 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie;  a  wicked  lie. — 
She  false  with  Cassio  ? — did  you  say,  with  Cassio  » 

logo.    With  Cassio,  mistress  ;  go  to ;  charm   your 
tongue. 

Emi.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  bound 
to  ape  alt : 
My  mistress  here  ties  murder'd  in  her  hed. 

All.  O,  Heavens  forefend  ! ' 

Emi.  And  your  reports  have  Bet  the  murder  on. 

Oth.   Nay,  stare  not,  masters  ;  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra.  "fis  a  strange  truth. 

Mon.  O  monstrous  act ! 

Emi.  Villany,  villany,  villany  !— - 

I  think  upon't, — I  think, — I  emell  't. — 0  villany  1 
I  thought  so  then ; — I  '11  lull  myBelf  for  grief. — 
O  villany,  villany ! 

logo.  What,  are  you  mad  ?    I  charge  you,  get  yuu 


horn. 
Emi.    Good    gentlemen,    let 

*l"is  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  n 


:   have   leave    Go 
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Perchance,  Iago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth.   O  !   O  !   O  !  [hanging  over  his  wife. 

Emi.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar; 

For  thou  hast  ktll'd  the  sweetest  innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  O,  she  was  foul ! —    {rising, 

I    scarce    did    know    you,    uncle ;     there    lies   your 

Whose    breath,    indeed,    these    hands    have     newly 

stopp'd. 
I  know,  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  ifesdeniooa !    I  am  glad  thy  father's 

Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  :   did  he  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn  ; 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  hw  side, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

Oth.   'Tis  pitiful :  but  yet  Iago  knows, 
That  she  with  Cassio  liatn  tiie  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed  ;   Cassio  confess' d  it ; 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognisance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her ;   1  saw  it  in  his  hand  : 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  ^ave  my  mother. 

Emi.   O  heaven  !   O  heavenly  powers  ! 

Iago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 


Twill  out,  'twill  i 


—  I  hold   my   pence, 


No  ;  I  will  speak  as  liberal '  as  the  air; 

Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils — let  them  all, 

All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I  '11  speak. 

Iago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

Emi.  I  will  not. 

[Iago  offers  to  stab  kU  wife. 

Gra,  Fie ! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Emi.  O  thou  dull  Moor!  that  handkerchief  tlmu 
speak 'st  of, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband  , 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestnesl, 
(More  than,  indeed,  belong' d  to  such  a  trifle) 
Ke  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

Iago.  Villauous  whore ! 

Emi.   She  give  it  Cassio  !   no,  alaa  !   1  found  it, 
And  I  did  give  't  my  husband. 


Iago. 

Filth 

thou  liest. 

Emi. 

B] 

heaven,  I  do  not;   1  d 

not,  gentlemeu. 

U  mure 

s  coxcomb !  what  should  such  a  fool 

Dn  With 

;»ood  a  wife  ? 

[Iago  stabs  Em 

lia,  thtn  runs  out. 

Oth. 

Are  there  no 

stones  m  heaven. 

But  what  s 

rve  for  the  thunder  ?— 

Precious  villain  ! 

Gra. 

The  woman   falls  r   sure, 

he  has  kill  'd   hii 

Emi. 

Ay 

ay  :  0,  lay  me  by  m_ 

mistress'  aide ! 

THE     MOOR     t 
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,    villain.     Take  you   this 


Come,  guard  the  doi 
But  kill  bira  r. 


iver'd  from  the  Moor : 
without :   let  him  not  pass, 
;  I  '11  after  that  same  villain  ; 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave. 

[Exeunt  Montana  and  Gratiano. 
I  am  not  valiant  neither. 
But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword  : — 
But  why  should  honor  outlive  honesty  ? 

Emi.  What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady  f 

Hark,  canst  thou  hear  roe  ?    I  will  play  the  swan, 
And  die  in  music  : — '  Willow,  willow,  willow.' — 
Moor,  she  was  chaste;  she  loved  thee,  cruel  Moor: 
So  come  my  sonl  tn  bliss,  as  I  speak  true; 
So  speaking  as  1  think,  I  die.— I  die.  [dies. 

Oth.   I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber; 
It  is  o  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper  ;—  ' 
O,  here  it  is. — Uncle,  1  must  come  forth. 

Gra.   [within.]   If  thou  attempt  it.  it  will  cost  thee 

Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

Look    in    upon    me   then,   and   speak   with 

Or,  naked  as  I  am,  1  will  assault  thee. 


$38                                             OTHELLO. 

ACT  T 

Re-enter  GRATIa 

Gra.  What  ia  the  matter  ? 

Oik.                                   Behold 

I  have  a  weapon 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 

!  'pon  a  soldi  it's  thigh  :   I  have  b 

en  the  day. 

That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  tl 

a  good  sword. 

1  have  made  my  way  through  ma 

re  impediments 

Than  twenty  times  your  stop. — But,  0  vain  boast ! 

Who  can  control  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  so  now. — 

Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see 

me  weapon'd  : 

Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is 

my  butt. 

And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost 

sail. 

Do  you  go  back  dismay'd  f  'tis  a 

lost  fear  ; 

Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's 

breast. 

And  he  retires.— Where  should  Othello  go  ?— 

Now,    how   doBt    thou    look    n 

aw?     0    ill-starr 'd 

wench  ! 

Pale  as  thy  smock !   when  we  shall  meet  at  cumpt, 

This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 

And   fiends   will    snatch   at  it. 

—  Cold,    cold,    oi j 

girl? 

Even  like  thy  chastity. — 

0  cursed,  cursed  slave  ! — Whip 

me,  ye  devils, 

From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 

Blow  me  about  in  winds  !  roast 

neirt  sulohurl 

Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of 

liquid  fire  I— 

0  Desdemona  !    Desdemona !   dead  ? 

Dead?    0!    0!    O! 

flUTK    II. 


339 


IJCater    lodovicq.     mont4>to,    cassio    carried   in    a 
chair,  and  Officers,  with  iaoo,  prisoner. 
Lo.    Where  is  this  rush    and   most   unfortunate 


Oth.  That  's  he,  that  was  Othello :  here  I  am. 

.   Where  is  that  viper  ?  bring-  the  villain  forth. 
Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  feet; ' — but  that's 

If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wounds  Iaoo, 

Lo.   Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

logo.  1  bleed,  sir;  but  not  kill'd. 

Oth.   I  am  not  sorry  neither ;   I  'd  have  thee  live ; 
For,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

Lo.  0  thou  Othello,  that  was  once  so  good, 
Fallen  in  the  practice i  of  a  cursed  slave  ;— 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee? 

Olh.  Why,  any  thing: 

An  honorable  murderer,  if  you  will ; 
Fot  naught  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honor. 

Lo.  This  wretch  liath  part  confess'd  his  villany.— 
Did  you  and  he  consent  in  Cassia's  death  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Cas.  Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

Oth.   I  do  believe  it,  and  1  ask  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  I  pray  you,  demand  that  demi-devil. 


Why  he  hath  thus  ensnared  my  soul  and  body  f 
logo.   Demand  me  nothing  :   what  you  know,  yoa 

From  Ibis  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

La.   What  1   not  to  pray  ? 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  Hpa. 

0/4.  Well,  thou  dost  beat. 

La.  Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befallen. 
Which,  as  1  think,  you  know  not  i   here  ia  n  letter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo ; 
And  here  another:  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 

Oth.  O  villain ! 

Can. 

Lo.  Now  here  's  anothe 
Found  in  his  pocket  ti 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain; 
But  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

Oth.  O  the  pemiciou3  caititT ;' — - 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Cus.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  : 

And  he  himself  confess" d,  but  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it,  for  a  special  purpose, 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

Oth.  Ofool!  fool!  fool! 

Cos.  TheTe  is,  besides,  in  Roderigo 's  letter,— 
How  he  upbraids  Ingo,  that  he  made  him 
Grave  me  upon  the  watch  ;   whereon  it  came 


:athenish,  and  most  gross  1 
r  discontented  paper, 


j  hurt  him. 
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That  I  was  cast :  and  evei 
After  long  seeming  dead,- 

I.o.   You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go  with  m ; 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.      For  this  clave, — 
If  there  be  any  cunning-  cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long. 
It  shall  be  his:   you  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  vour  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state. — Come,  bring  him  away, 
Oth.   Soft  you  ;   a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some   service,   and   they  know 

it; 
No  more  of  that. — I  pray  you,  in  your  letters. 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ;   nothing  extenuate, 
Nor   set  down   aught   in   malice :    then   must  you 

speak 
Of  one,  that  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme  ;  of  one,  whose  hand, 
Like  the  base  Judean,  threw  a  pearl  away 
Uicher  than   all    his   tribe  ;  of  one,   whose  subdued 

Alheit  unused  to  the  melting  mood, 
Drop  tearB  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinal  gum :   set  you  uown  this : 
And  say,  besides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduced  the  state, 


332  OIHUI.LO.  ACT    V. 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 

And  smote  him — thus.  [stabs  himself. 

La.  0  bloody  period  ! 

Gra.  All  that's  spoke  is  marr'd. 

Oth.   I  kiss'd  thee  ere  I  kill'd  thee  i — no  way  but 

this; —  [falling  upon  Desdemtmn. 

Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [dies. 

Cat.  This  did  I  fear,  but   thought   he    had  no 
weapon  j 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

La.  0  Spartan  dog, 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea ! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed ;         [to  lago. 
This  is  thy  work  :  the  object  poisons  sight ; — 
Let  it  be  hid. —  Gratiano,  keep  the  house, 
And  seise  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  to  you. — To  you,  lord  governor. 
Remains  the  censure  '  of  this  hellish  villain  ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture  ; — 0,  enforce  it ! 
Myself  will  straight  aboard,  and  to  the  state 
This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relaio.        [Exeunt. 
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HISTORICAL  NOTICE 


VENUS   AND   ADONIS. 


Tfaii  poem,  which  our  author  himself  hsa  informed  us  wss 
bil  Brat  composition,  «ru  entered  on  Inn  boots  of  the  Sta- 
tioners' Company,  April  IBlb,  1W3.  and  is  Frequently  alluJell 

Pythagoras,  so  the  sweet,  willy  soul  of  Ovid  lives  in  mel- 
lifluous nnd  honey- 1 on gued  Shnkspeare.  Witness  his  Venus 
and  Adonis,  bis  Lucrece,"  &c.  Shakspearo  bud  without 
doubt  road  the  account  of  Venus  and  Adonis  in  lbs  tenth 
book  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses  transited  by  Golding,  1567, 
though  he  has  chnacn  to  deviate  Iruin  Ihe  classical  story, 
which  Ovid  anil  Sprnaer  hud  set  before  Mm,  following  pro- 
bably the  model  presented  to  him  by  s  short  piece  i  milled 
■  The  Sheepheard's  Song  of  Venus  and  Adonis,'  supposed  by 
Malone  to  have  been  the  productiou  of  Henry  Constable,  and 
published  some  time  previous  to  the  appearance  at"  this  poem  j 
llthough  no  eiirlier  foov  of  it  c«n  now  be  found  than  that 
a  K:iKLWs  Helicua,  l(M. 
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VENUS     AND     ADONIS. 


ARGUMENT. 


ilof  the  planum  of  [lie  cIib*p.  ll«  joulh  reject! 
rnrliiriw,  rind  disregards  [L-  a.ln<-»  of  ibn  p.dde.t.  anc 
rulk  wounded  by  a  wild   bom:  his  b  .■',    it  rhonjm 


Even  as  the  sun  with  purple- color 'd  face 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  morn, 
Rose-cheek' d  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase ; 
Hunting  he  loved,  but  love  he  laugh'd  to  scorn  : 
Sick-thoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him. 
And  like  a  bold-faced  suitor  'gins  to  woo  him. 

Thrice  fairer  than  myself,'  thus  she  bejjan. 
The  field's  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare. 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man. 
More  while  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are; 
Nature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  strife, 
Saith  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life 
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Forced  to  content,  but  never  to  obey. 
Panting  he  lies,  and  breatheth  in  her  face : 
She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  prey  ; 
And  calls  It  heavenly  moisture,  air  of  grace ; 

Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  flower*. 

So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  showera. 

hook,  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net, 

So  fasten'd  in  her  arras  Adonis  lies; 
Pore  shame  and  awed  resistance  made  him  fret, 
Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes  ; 
Rain,  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank,1 
Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 

Still  she  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats, 

For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tunes  her  tale  ; 

Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  lowers  and  frets, 

'Twixt  crimson  shame,  and  anger  ashy-pale  : 

Being  red,  she  loves  him  best ;   and  being  white, 
Her  best  is  better'd  with  a  more  delight. 

Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love; 
And  by  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears 
From  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 


Which   long  have   rain'd,   making  her  cheeks  ull 
And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt. 


: 


Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  ebhi 
like  a  dive-dapper  peering  through  a  wave. 
Who  being  look'd  on,  ducks  as  quickly  in; 
So  offers  he  to  give  what  she  did  crave  ; 

But  when  her  lips  were  ready  for  his  pay. 

He  winks,  and  turns  his  lips  another  way. 


Never  did  passenger,  in  summer's  heat, 
More  thirst  for  drink,  than  she  for  this  good  turn  : 
Her  help  she  sees,  hut  help  she  cannot  get; 
She  bathes  in  water,  yet  her  fire  must  burn. 

1  O,  pity,'  'gan  she  cry.  '  flint-hearted  bov  ! 

"lis  but  a  kiss  I  beg :   why  art  thou  coy  ? 

have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 
Even  by  the  stern  and  direful  god  of  war. 

lewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow  ; 
Who  conquers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar  ; 

Vet  hath  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave. 

And    begg'd   for   that   which   thou  unask'd  sh&it 


'  Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance. 
His  hatter'd  shield,  his  uncontrolled  crest; 
And  for  my  sake  hath  learn'd  to  sport  and  dance. 
To  toy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  jest : 

Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red; 

Making  ray  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

•  Thus  he  that  over -ruled,  I  oversway'd, 

iding  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain  : 


rong-temper'd  steel  liia  stronger  strength  obey'd, 
:t  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 
O,  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might. 
For  mastering  her  that  fuil'd  the  god  of  fight ! 

'  Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine, 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fnir,  yet  are  they  red) 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine  :  — 
What    beest    thou    in    the    ground  f     hold   up    thy 

I.onk  in  mine  eyeballs  :   there  thy  beauty  lies  : 
Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes? 

*  Art  thou  ashamed  to  kiss?   then  wink  again, 
And  I  will  wink  ;   so  shall  the  day  seem  night : 
Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  are  but  twain  : 
Be  hold  to  play  ;  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 

These  blue-vcin'd  violets,  whereon  we  lean, 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  not  what  we  mem 

•  The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 
Shows  thee  unripe  ;  yet  mayst  thou  well  be  tasted  : 
Make  use  of  time  ;  let  not  advantage  slip : 
Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  : 

Fair  flowers,  that  are  not  gathcr'd  in  their  prime, 
Kot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 


'  Were  I  hard-favor'd,  foul,  or  wrinkled-old. 
Ill-nurtured,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 
O'cr-worn,  despised,  rheumatic  and  cold, 
Thick -sighted,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  juice. 
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Then  mightat  thou  pause,  for  then  I  were 

for  thee; 
But  having  no  defects,  why  dost  abhor  me  ? 

'  Thou  a 


Mi 


see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow , 

gray.1    and    bright,    and    quick  in 


turning; 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow ; 
Aly  flesh  is  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning : 
My  smooth   moist   hand,   were   it  with  thy  hand 


felt, 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve 


'  Bid  me  discourse,  I  wifl  enchant  thine  ear; 
Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  green  ; 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long-  dishevel  I'd  hair. 
Dance  on  the  snmls,  and  yet  no  footing  seen. 

Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire  ; 

Not  gross  to  sink,  hut  tight,  and  will  aspire. 

•  Witness  this  primrose  bvik  whereon  I  lie : 
These  forceless  flowers  like  ■tardy  trees  support  me; 
Two  strengthless  doves  will  draw  me  through  the 
sky, 


Fiom  n 


i-lir,  , 


i  where  I  list  to  s 


Is  love  so  light,  s 


t  boy ;  and  may  it  be, 
liink  it  heavy  unto  thee  ? 
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*  Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  face  affected  1 
Can  thy  right  hand  seise  love  upon  thy  left/ 
Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected, 
Steal  thine  own  freedom,  and  complain  on  theft. 

Narcissus  so  himself  himself  forsook. 

And  died  to  kiss  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 

'  Torches  are  made  to  light,  jewels  to  wear. 
Dainties  to  taste,  fresh  beauty  for  the  use. 
Herbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear : 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth's  abuse. 

Seeds    spring    from    seeds,    and   beauty  breedetfc 
beauty : 

Thou  wast  begot ; — to  get  it  is  thy  duty. 

feed. 


"  Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  shouldst  thoi 
Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increase  be  fed  ? 
By  law  of  Nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed, 
That  thine  may  live  when  thou  thyself  art  dead ; 
And  ao  in  spite  of  death  thou  dost  survive. 
In  that  thy  likeness  still  is  left  alive.' 

By  this,  the  love-sick  queen  began  to  sweat, 
For,  where  they  lay,  the  shadow  had  foraock  them  | 
And  Titan,  tired  '  in  the  midday  heat, 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them  , 
Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide, 
So  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus'  tide. 


■Ah 
Whi 
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id  nuw  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  spright, 
rid  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye, 
His  lowering  browi  o'erwhelming  his  fair  sight, 
Like  misty  vapors,  when  they  blot  the  sky, 

Souring  his  cheeks,  cries.  '  Fie,  no  more  of  love ! 

The  sun  doth  bum  my  lace ;  I  must  remove." 

h  me ! '  quoth  Venus,  '  young,  and  so  unkind  ? 
bare  excuses  makest  thou  to  be  gone  ! 
1 11  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 
Shall  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun  : 

I  'II  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs; 

If   they   burn    too,    I  '11    quench    them   with    m; 


II 


"  The  sun  that  shines  from  heaven,  shines  but  WS 

And,  lo.  I  lie  between  that  sun  and  thee  : 

The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm  ; 

'hine  eye  darts  forth  the  tire  that  burneth  me  : 

And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done, 

this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 


u  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel  ? 
Nay,  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relenteth  : 
Art  thou  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  feel 
What  til  to  love  ?    how  want  of  love  tormcntetli  ? 
O,  had  thy  mother  borne  so  hard  a  mind. 
She  had  not  brought  forth    thee,  but  died  un- 
kind. ■• 


1  Without  ehildre 
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'  What  am  I,  that  thou  shouldst  contemn  me  this? 
Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 
What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss  ? 
Speak,  fair ;  hut  Bpeak  fair  words,  or  else  be  mute  : 


Give 


e  kiss ;  t  '11  g 


•:  thee 


'  Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone, 
Well-painted  idol,  image,  dull  and  dead. 
Statue,  contenting  but  the  eye  alone ; 
Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  bred  : 

Thou    art    no    man,    though    of   a    man's    com- 
pinion; 

For  men  will  kiss  even  by  their  own  direction.' 

I'lits  said,  impatience  chokes  her  pleading  tongue, 
\nd  swelling  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause  ; 
Red  cheeks  and  fiery  eyes  blaze  forth  her  wrong : 
Being  judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cause  : 
And    now  she   weeps,   and   now   she  fain   would 

And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  '  break. 

Sometimes  she  shakes  her  head,  and  then  his  hand  ; 

Now  gazeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground; 

Sometimes  her  anna  infold  him  like  a  hand; 

She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  he  bound; 
And  when  from  thence  he  struggles  to  be  gone, 
She  locks  her  lily  fingers,  one  in  one. 


■  I  have  hemm'il   tiiee 


'  Fondling.'   she  saith,   ' 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale, 

1  '11  be  a  park,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  deer; 

tFt-cd  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dale  - 
Graze  on  my  lips ;  and,  if  those  hills  be  dry. 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 

*  Within  this  limit  is  relief  enough; 
Sweef  bottom-grass,  and  high  delightful  plain. 
Round  rising  hillocks,  brakes  obscure  and  rough, 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  from  rain : 

Then  he  my  deer,  since  I  am  such  a  park  ; 

No    dog   shall    rouse    thee,    though   a  thoust 


Str 


At  this  Adonis  smiles,  as  in  disdain, 
That  in  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple : 
Love  made  those  hollows,  if  himself  wire  shun. 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple  ; 
Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 
Why   there   Love   lived,  and  there  he  could   not 
die. 

tese  lovely  caves,  these  round  enchanting  pits, 
ipen'd  their  mouths  to  swallow  Venus'  liking ; 

:ing  mad  before,  how  doth  she  now  for  wits? 
truck  dead  at  first,  what  needs  a  second  striking? 

Poor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn, 

To  love  a  cheek  that  smiles  at  thee  io  scorn  t 


Now  which  way  shall  she 
«yr 

Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increasing; 
The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away, 
And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing1. 
•Pity!'  she  cries;   'some  favor!  some  remorse  !' i 
Away  he  springs,  and  hastelh  to  his  horse. 

But,  lo,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbors  by, 
A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  espy, 
And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  alond  r 
The  stroll  g-neck'd  steed,  being  tied  unto  a  tree, 
Breaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  lie. 

Imperiouslv  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds. 
And  now  hi?  woven  girtlis  In-  breaks  asunder; 
The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heaven's  t'nuo 
der: 
The  iron  bit  he  crusheth  'tween  his  teeth, 
Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

His  ears  up  prick'd ;   his  braided  hanging  mane 
Upon  his  compass'd  •  crest  now  stand  on  end  ; 
His  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again, 
Ah  from  a  furnace,  vanors  doth  he  send  : 


....  .  .'jiHiit  of  Lor  r. .".f  . 

■  + 

'  .  .u  li  other  fi-i  Its::,  t  . 

i.  .  k    v\.m  J  ah:  :    il  1    I  T  i.r*d  b? 

..  .  in  Inn-  l.iiii  as  ";.f  sr.t. 
.•,   1..  it  iluvvii  she  Ai'-t't-:*  . 

.  '..in. 1  in.  ln-iivi-tli  u:  :..f  :«»■!. 
!•  i  li.iuil  Ins  I'.iir  rrheek  !£•;.>  : 
.  .  !••  1 1.  11.  i-ii-i  ^  her  a. -ft  :..\r.ii  s  pnct, 

..    ..   1. ill.  n  snow  takes  any  cinT. 

»  luiilia  wm  then  between  them! 

mi*    In  hi*  eyes  su;::«r ; 

...   ii.  1  1  \i«s  u^  I  hey  had  not  seen  them; 

.1    till,   lua  eyes  disdain'd  the  wooing: 
.:.. .  .hunt!  play  had  his  l  acts  made  plain 
11  in.  li.  1  hoi  us-like,  her  eyes  did  ram. 

In   ittl-.es  him  bv  the  hand, 

.,  .1  111  a  j.ul  of  .snow, 
...    111  .iliilntoh-i  hand  ; 
..in  1.1I  i-u^ii-tH  so  white  a  foe  : 
.  o.uvni.3  i-uiiiliat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
,»  *;  UUt  Uwi  bilver  doves  that  sit  a  biiiiog* 


.,  i\c  '!>'-  f  mi hu'  of  her  thoughts  began 
*>K*l  mover  mi  lid.**  mortal  round, 


B •  i». 

pn.s.  • 


Would  thou  wert  a 

My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  henrt  my  wound  j l 

I  For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  would  assure  ihec. 
Though  nothing  hut  uiy   body's  bane  would   cure 
thee.' 
.! 


•  Give  me  my  hand,'  saith    he ;    *  why   dost    thou 

fed  it !  ■ 
'  Give  me  my  heart,'  saith  she,    '  and    tliou  shall 
have  it : 

I,  give  it  me,  leet  thy  hard  heart  do  steel  it, 
d  being  steel'd,  soft  sighs  can  never  grave  it : 
Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  regard, 
Because  Adonis'  heart  hath  made  mine  hard.' 


'  For  shame,"  be  cries :   '  let  go,  and  let  me  go : 
My  day's  delight  is  past,  my  horse  is  gone; 
And  'tis  your  fault  I  am  bereft  him  so  : 
I  pray  you,  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone  : 
For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care. 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  from  the  mare." 

Thus  she  replies  :—'  Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should, 
Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweet  desire  : 
a  coal  that  must  be  eool'd  ; 
1,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  lire  : 
■  tea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  de^iie  hath  mtut  | 
0  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 


like  a  jade  lie  stood,  tied  to  the  tree. 
Servilely  master'd  with  a  leathern  rein  ! 
But  when  he  saw  his  love,  his  youth's  fair  t 
He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain  ; 

Throwing  the  bp'ie  thong  from  his  bending  crest 
Enfranchising  Ha  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

iVho  sees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed, 
'leaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white, 
it,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  full  hath  fed, 
s  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight  f 
Who  is  so  faint,  that  dare  not  be  so  bold. 
To  touch  the  lire,  the  weather  being  cold  ? 


t  me  excuse  thy  courser,  gentle  boy  ; 
And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  beseech  thee. 
To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy  : 
Though  I  were  dumb,  yet   his   proceedings  teach 
thee. 
O,  learn  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain  ; 
And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again,' 

'  I  know  not  love,*  quoth  he,  '  nor  will  not  know 

it, 
Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  then  I  chase  it : 
"lis  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it  s 
My  love  to  love  is  love  but  to  disgrace  it  i  * 


I 


1 1  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death. 

:   laughs,    and   weeps,    and   all    but    with    a 
breath. 


a  wears  a  garment  shapeless  and  unfinish'd? 
Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth  ? 
If  springing  things  be  any  jot  diminish'd, 
They  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth. 
The     colt     that's     back'd    and    burthen 'd    being 


Loseth  his  pride,  and  n 


;eth  strong. 


For  v. 
•Whi 


'  You  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing;  let  us  part, 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat: 
Remove  your  siege  from  my  unyielding  heart ; 
To  love's  alarm  it  will  not  ope  the  gate. 

Dismiss    your   vows,    your    feigned     tears,     your 
flattery ; 
where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery.' 


lat !  canst  thou  talk  ? '  quoth   she  ;   '  hast   thou 

O.  would  thou  liadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing  ! 

Thy  mermaid's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong; 

1  had  my  load  before,  now  press'd  with  bearing : 
Melodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh -sounding. 
Ear's    deep-sweet    music,    and    heart's   deep-sore 
wounding. 

*  Had  I  no  eyes,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 
That  inward  beauty  and  invisible  i 
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Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  more 
Bach  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 

Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hear  nor  see. 

Yet  should  I  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee. 

'  Say,  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  me, 
And  that  I  could  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch. 
And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me. 
Vet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  as  much ; 
For  from  the  stillatory  of  thy  face  excelling 
Comes  breath  perfumed,  that  breedeth  love  by 
smelling. 

'  But,  O,  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  taste, 
Being  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four  1 
Would  they  not  wish  the  feast  might  ever  last, 
And  bid  Suspicion  double-lock  the  door ; 
Lest  Jealousy,  that  sour,  unwelcome  guest, 
Should,  by  his  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast  ?  * 

Once  more  the  ruby-color'd  portal  open'd, 
Which  to  his  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 
Like  a  red  morn,  that  ever  yet  betoken'd 
Wreck  to  the  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field. 
Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds. 
Gusts    and    foul    flaws1     to    herdmen    and    to 
herds. 


1  Flaws  are  sudden  blasts  of  u  inri 
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like  the  fair  sun,  when  in  his  fresh  an  ay 
He  cheers  the  morn,  and  all  the  world  rciieveth  j 
And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky, 
So  is  her  face  illumined  with  her  eye ; 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  fiVd, 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrow'd  all  their  shins. 
Were  never  four  such  lamps  together  mix'd. 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brows'  repine ; 

But  hers,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gave 
light. 

Shone  like  the  moon,  in  water  seen  by  night. 

•  O,  where  am  I?'  quoth  she;  'in  earth  or  heaven. 
Or  in  the  ocean  drench'd,  or  in  the  fire  ? 

What  hour  is  this  ?  or  morn,  or  weary  even  ? 
Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  ? 

But  now  1  lived,  and  life  was  death's  annoy ; 

But  now  1  died,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

•  O,  thou  didst  kill  me ; — kill  me  once  again  : 
Thy  eyes'  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine, 
Hath  taught  them  scornful  tricks,  and  such  disdain, 
That  they  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 

And  these  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  their  queen. 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  seen. 

'  Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  cure ! 
O,  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear ! 
Ana,  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure. 
To  drive  infection  from  the  dangerous  year  t 
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Hit  the  star-gazers,  having  wn-.  oh  u«iu 
May  say,  the  plague  i*  bauifeli'J  uy  luy  ump*U. 

•  Pure  lips,  sweet  seaU  in  iin  m!1  iij/  *A*j|ii»iu**. 
What  bargains  may  I  inak* ,  i*tiJ>  i'»  w«  m£»*i«;' 
To  sell  myself  I  can  be  wjl.  lumens" 

So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  pay.  an*.  u©«  ft^'*'  t#e«**«" 
Which  purchase  if  t  Itou  iutuv  ii»f  J*-.-  «/  •-••>' 
Set  thy  seal-manual  uii  mv  »■!.■.  •*•■•   *•>' 

•  A  thousand  k#«ses  buy^  mv  i*fc*i  •  Iivhi.  *»r- 
And  pay  them  at  thy  lcibuii .  w»>  •*    v**1 
What  is  ten  hundred  touf.utr  uu-  ■  '  ■**-' 
Are  they  not  quickly  tuhl   aa*  <j  *•"•• .  j*vi»» 

Say,    for    non -payment    tw»-     i.*1    «•*•■-■ 

double, 
Is  twenty  hundred  kifctcr  bu<:;.  *  *i  ¥%»■**■ 

•  Fair  queen/  quoth  In-.  '  »•  *■»:  •■-"■ 

Measure  my  straugeij<;»r  '   *n »»-;- 

Before  I  know  my&elf,  w?«;r.  ti«»: 
No  fisher  but  the  uugioMi*  ii;  #■ 

The  mellow  plum  <*ut "  1*  ■     — '-  *-** 
Or,  being  early  plucfc  *- .  ..  «*»„.  .—  -* 

'  Look,  the  world' t  «*oua*h£^.      —  * 
His  d&y's  hot  tasi<  u*>\~  ****-*  ,   - 


** 


r.    w- 


1  bli|'8  are  cowii**  ****,, 
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The  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks ;  'tis  very  late : 
The  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  nest ; 

And    coal-black    clouds,    that    shadow    heaven's 
light, 

Do  summon  us  to  part,  and  bid  good  night. 

*  Now  let  me  say,  Good  night,  and  so  say  you ; 
If  you  will  say  so,  you  shall  have  a  kiss.' 
'  Good  night,'  quoth  she ;  and,  ere  he  says,  Adieu, 
The  honey  fee  of  parting  tender'd  is : 

Her  arms  do  lend  his  neck  a  sweet  embrace  ; 

Incorporate  then  they  seem  ;  face  grows  to  face : 

Till,  breathless,  he  disjoin'd,  and  backward  drew 
The  heavenly  moisture,  that  sweet  coral  mouth, 
Whose  precious  taste  her  thirsty  lips  well  knew, 
Whereon  they  surfeit,  yet  complain  on  drought : 
He  with  her  plenty  press'd,  she  faint  with  dearth, 
(Their  lips  together  glued)  fall  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  Desire  hath  caught  the  yielding  prey, 
And  glutton-like  she  feeds,  yet  never  filleth  : 
Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lips  obey, 
Paying  what  ransom  the  insulter  willeth  ; 

Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch   the  price  so 
high, 

That  she  will  draw  his  lins*  rich  treasure  dry  : 

And,  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil. 
With  blindfold  fury  she  begins  to  forage ; 


'  On  Ids  bow-back  he  hath  a  battle  set 
Ot  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  toes : 

like    glow -worms    shine    when     lie    doth 


is  snout  digs  sepulchres  where'er  he  goes: 
Being  moved,  he  strikes  whate'er  is  in  his  wav  ; 
And  whom  he  strikes,  his  cruel  tushes  slay. 

His  brawny  sides,  with  hairy  bristles  arm'd, 
Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter ; 


short  thick  neck  c 

Being  ireful,  on  the  lio 

The  thorny  brambles 

As    fearful    of    him 

rushes. 


:  be  easily  liarm'd 

and  embracing  bushes, 
part ;     through    whom    ne 


naught  esteems  that  face  of  thine, 
To  which  Love's  eyes  pay  tributary  gazes; 
Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweet  lips,  and  crystal  eyne. 
Whose  full  perfection  all  the  world  amazes  .- 

But  having  thee  at  vantage,  (wondrous  dread  !) 
Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead, 

1  O,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still ! 
Beauty  hath  naught  to  do  with  such  foul  fiends: 
Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will : 
They  that  thrive  well,  take  counsel  of  their  friend". 
When    thou    didst    name    the    boar,    not   to   dis- 

I  fear'd  tby  fortune,  and  my  joints  <1id  tremble. 
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"  Didst  thou  not  mark  my  face  ?  Was  it  not  white  ? 
Saw'sf  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eve? 
Grew  1  not  faint  ?  And  fell  I  not  downright  ? 
Within  my  bosom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie. 

My    boding    heart    pants,   beats,    and   takes   no 

But,    like    an    earth  quake,    shakes    thee    on    my 

'  For  where  Love  reigns,  disturbing  Jealousy 
Doth  call  himself  Affection's  sentinel; 
Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny, 
And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  crv.  '  Kill,  kill ; ' 

Distempering  gentle  love  in  his  desire, 

As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  fire. 


his  sour  informer,  this  batc-breeding '  spy, 
This  canker  that  eats  up  love's  tender  spring. 
This  carry-tale,  dissensions  Jealousy, 
That    sometime    true    news,    sometime    false    doth 


Knocks  at  my  heart,  and  whispers  in  mine  ea: 
That,  if  I  love  thee,  I  thy  death  should  fear : 

And  more  than  so,  presenteth  to  mine  eye 
The  picture  of  an  angry,  chafing  boar, 
Under  whose  sharp  fangs  on  his  back  doth  lie 
An  image  like  thyself,  all  stain'd  with  gore; 


Applying  this  to  that,  and  to  to  so ; 
For  love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 


'  Where  did  I  leave  f 


wTipfft  ',fl""*h 


■  Leave  me.  and  then  the  story  aptly  enda : 
The  night  is  spent.* — '  Why,  what  of  that .' '  ouotb 
she.— 
I  am,'   quoth  he,  '  expected  of  my  friends; 
And  now  'tis  dark    and  going  I  shall  fall.' — 
'  In  night,'  quoth  she,  '  desire  sets  best  of  all. 

But  if  thou  fall,  O,  then  imagine  this  ; — 
The  earth,  in  love  with  thee,  thy  footing  trips. 
And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  nf  a  kiss. 
Rich  preys  make  true  >  men  thieves ;   so  do  thy  lip  9 
Make  mixlrrt  Dian  I'loudy  and  forlorn, 
Lest  she  should  steal  a  kiss,  and  die  forsworn. 

'  Now,  of  this  dark  night  I  perceive  the  reason  : 
Cynthia  for  shame  obscures  her  silver  shine, 
Till  forging  Nature  he  coudemn'd  of  treason, 
For  stealing  moulds  from  heaven  that  were  divine. 

Wherein  she  framed   thee,   in  high   heaven'i  de- 
spite. 

To  shame  the  sun  by  day,  and  her  bv  night  : 

'  And  therefore  hath  she  bribed  the  Destinies, 
the  curious  workmanship  of  nature. 


To  mingle  beauty  with  infirmities. 

And  pure  perfection  with  impure  defeature  ; 
Making  it  subject  to  the  tyranny 
Of  mad  mischances  and  much  misery  ; 

'  As  burning  fevers,  agues  pale  and  faint, 
Life- poisoning  pestilence,  and  frenzies  wood,1 
The  marrow-eating  sickness,  whose  attaint 
Disorder  breeds  by  heating  of  the  blood  : 

Surfeits,  imposthumes,  grief,  and  damn'd  despa: 
Swear  Nature's  death  for  framing  thee  so  fair. 

■  And  not  the  least  of  all  these  maladies. 
But  in  one  minute's  fight  brings  beauty  under  .- 
Both  favor,  savor,  hue,  and  qualities, 
Whereat  the  impartial  gazer  late  did  wonder. 
Are  on  the  sudden  wasted,  thiiw'd,  and  done, 
As  mountain  snow  melts  with  the  midday  sun. 

•  Therefore,  despite  of  fruitless  chastity. 
Love-lacking  vestals,  and  self-loving  nun*, 
That  on  the  earth  would  breed  a  scarcity. 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  sons, 

Be  prodigal  i   the  lamp  that  burns  by  night 
Dries  up  his  oil,  to  lend  the  world  his  lighi. 

*  What  is  thy  body  but  a  swallowing  grate, 


■Which  by  the  rights  of  time  thou  needs  must  have, 
If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  dark  obscurity  ? 
If  so.  the  world  will  hold  thee  in  disdain, 
Sith '  in  thy  pride  so  fair  a  hope  is  slain. 

So  iu  thyself  thyself  art  made  away: 
l  mischief  worse  than  civil  home-bred  strife  ; 
Or    theirs,    whose    desperate   hands    themselves    rio 

Or  butcher. sire,  that  reaves  his  son  of  life. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets ; 
But  gold  that 's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets.' 

Nay,  then,'  quoth  Adon,  '  you  will  fall  again 

ito  your  idle  over-handled  theme  : 
The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestow'd  ia  vain. 
And  all  in  vain  you  strive  against  the  stream  : 
For,    by   this  black-faced    night,    desire's    f 

Vour    treatise    makes    me  like   you   worse   t 


'  If  love  have  lent  you  twenty  thousand  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own, 
liewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs: 
Yet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  U  blown : 
For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  mine  ear. 
And  will  nut  let  a  false  sound  enter  there ; 


'  Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 

d  the  quiet  closure  of  my  hreaBt ; 
Am!  then  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone. 
In  his  bedchamber  to  be  barr'd  of  rest. 

kNo,  lady,  no  ;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan ; 
But  soundly  sleeps,  while  now  it  sleeps  alone, 
What  have  you  urged  that  I  cannot  reprove  ? 
The  path  is  smooth  that  leadeth  on  to  danger : 
1  hate  not  love :  but  your  device  in  love, 
Tlmt  lends  embra cements  unto  every  stranger. 
You  do  it  for  increase ;   O,  strange  excuse  ! 
When  reason  is  the  bawd  to  lust's  abuse. 


■  Call  it  not  love,  for  Love  to  heaven  is  fled, 
Since  sweating  Lust  on  enrlh  usurp'd  his  name : 
Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 
Upon  fresh  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame  ; 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  stains,  and  soon  bereaves. 
As  caterpillars  do  the  tender  leaves. 


Love  comforteth,  like  sunshine  after  rain. 
But  lust's  effect  is  tempest  after  sun; 
Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain. 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done, 
I.ove  surfeits  not ;   lust  like  a  glutton  dies : 
Love  i;  all  truth  ;  lust  full  of  forged  lies. 

■  More  I  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  ssjri 
The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 


Lo !  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest 
From  hia  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high, 
Ami  wakes  the  morning,  from  whoso  silver  breut 
The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty  ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold, 
That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  burnish' J  gold. 

Venus  salutes  him  with  this  fair  good-morrow  : — 

■  O  thou  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light. 

From    whom   each    lamp    and    shining    star    dotb 

borrow 

The  beauteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright: 

There  lives  a  son,  that  suck'd  an  earthly  mother, 

May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other.' 

This  said,  she  hastetli  to  a  myrtle  grove. 
Musing  the  morning  is  so  much  o'erworn. 
And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love  r 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds  and  for  his  horn 
Anon  she  hears  them  chant  it  lustily, 
And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth  <  to  the  cry  : 

And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  in  the  way, 
Some  catch  Iter  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  face. 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay: 
She  wildly  breaketh  from  their  strict  embrace, 

Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache. 

Hasting  to  feed  Iter  fawn,  bid  in  some  brake. 
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y  this,  she  hears  the  hound?  sre  at  a  bay. 

(Vriertrat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 

Wreathed  up  in  fatal  folds,  just  in  his  way, 

The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shudder 

Even  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds 

Appals  her  senses,  and  her  upright  confounds  : 

For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase, 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud  ; 
Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place, 
Where  fearfully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud ; 
Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  curst,' 
They  all  strain  courtesy  who  shall  cope  him  first. 

"his  dismal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear. 
Through  which  it  enters  to  surprise  her  heart, 
Who,  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodless  fear. 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  feeling  part: 
Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield, 
They  basely  fly,  and  dare  not  stay  the  field. 

Thus  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstasy  ; 
Till,  cheering  up  her  senses  sore  dismay 'd. 
She  tells  them,  'tis  a  causeless  fantasy, 
And  childish  error,  that  they  are  afraid  i 

them   leave    quaking,   bids    them    fc.v    no 

Aud  with  that  word  sht  epied  the  hunted  Dow  ; 
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Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fe.tt. 
Yet  Love  breaks  through,  and   (ticks  them  all  at 
last. 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him  ; 

The  poor  fool  pray*  her  that  he  may  depart ! 

She  is  resolved  no  longer  to  restrain  him  ; 

Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart. 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest, 
He  carries  thence  eucaged  in  his  breast. 

'  Sweet  boy,'  she  says,    '  this   night   I  'II  waste  h 


For  my  tick  neart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 

TeH  me,  Love's  master,  shall  we  meet  to-morrow  ? 

Say,    shall   we  ?    shall    we  f    wilt    thou    make    the 
match  ? ' 
He  tells  her,  no ;   to-morrow  he  intends 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

'  The  boar ! '  quoth  she  ;  whereat  a  sudden  pale, 
Like  lawn  being  spread  upon  the  blushing  rose, 
Usurps  her  cheek  ;   she  trembles  at  his  tale, 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws : 
She  sinkvth  down,  still  hanging  by  his  neck] 
He  on  her  belly  falls,  she  on  her  hack. 

Now  is  she  in  the  very  lists  of  love. 

Her  champion  mounted  for  the  hot  encounter: 

All  is  imaginary  she  doth  prove ; 

He  will  not  manage  her,  although  he  mount  her: 
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Thai  worse  than  Tantalus'  is  her  annoy. 
To  clip '  Eiysium,  and  to  lack  her  joy. 

Kven  a?  poor  birds,  deceived  with  painted  grapes, 
Do  surfeit  by  the  eye,  and  pine  the  maw, 
Evon  so  she  languished!  in  her  mishaps. 
As  those  poor  birds  that  helpless  berries*  saw: 
The  warm  effects  which  she  in  him  finds  missing, 
She  seeks  to  kindle  with  continual  kissing ; 


But  all  in  vain  ;   good  queen,  it  will  not  he  : 
She  hath  assay'd  as  much  as  may  be  proved : 
Her  pleading  hath  deserved  a  greater  fee  ; 
She's  Love,  she  loves,  and  yet  she  is  not  loved. 

'  Fie,  fie '. '  he  says  ;   *  you  crush  me ;   let  me  go ; 

You  have  no  reason  to  withhold  me  so.' 

'  Thou  hadst  been  gone,'  quoth  she,  '  sweet  boy,  ere 

this. 
But  that  thou   told'st   me,   thou   wouldst  hunt  the 

CV  DC  advised  !   thou  know'st  not  what  it  is 
With  javelin's  point  a  churlish  swine  to  gore, 
Wliose  tushes  never- sheathed  he  whetteth  still 
Like  to  a  mortal'  butcher,  bent  to  kill. 


I  Embrace 

■  P-»dly. 


Whose  biood  upon  the  fresh  flowers  being  shed, 
Dota  make  them  droop  with  grief,  and  hang  Iho 


What  should  I  do,  seeing  thee  so  indeed. 
That  tremble  at  the  imagination  ? 
The  thought  of  it  doth  make  my  faint  heart  bleed. 
And  fear  doth  teach  it  divination  : 

I  prophesy  thy  death,  my  living  sorrow, 
If  thou  encounter  with  the  boar  to-morrow. 


lut  if  thou  needs  wilt  hunt,  be  ruled  by  me  ; 

Uncouple  at  the  timorous,  flying  hare  : 

Or  at  the  fox,  which  lives  by  subtilty; 

Or  at  the  roe,  which  no  encounter  dare  : 

Pursue  these  fearful  creatures  o'er  the  downs, 
And  on   thy   well-breathed   horse  keep   with   thy 
hounds : 

1  And  when  thou  hast  on  foot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch,  to  overshut '  his  troubles 
How  he  outruns  the  wind,  and  with  what  i 
He  cranks5  Hnd  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles 
The  many  musits  '1  through  the  which  he  g 
Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  amaze  his  foes. 

'  Sometime  he  runs  among  a  flock  of  sheep. 

To  make  the  cunning  hounds  mistake  their  smell ; 


And  sometime  soneth  with  a  herd  of  deer : 
Di^rr  deriseth  shifts ;  wit  waits  on  fcar : 

*  For  there  his  smell  with  otiiers  being  mingled. 
The  hot  scent -snuffing  hounds  are  driven  to  doubt. 
Ceasing  their  clamorous  cry  till  they  have  singled. 
With  much  ado,  the  cold  fault  cleanly  out : 

Then  do  they  spend  their  mouths ;  Echo  replies, 
As  if  another  chase  were  in  the  'Vies. 


•  By  this,  poor  Wat,  far  off  upon  a  hill. 

Stands  on  his  hinder  legs  with  listening  ear, 

To  hearken  if  his  foes  pursue  him  still  -, 

Anon  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear  : 
And  now  his  grief  may  be  compered  well 
To  one  sore-sick,  that  hears  the  passing-bell. 

"  Then  shalt  thou  see  the  dew-bedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  iudenting  with  the  way ; 
Each  envious  brier  his  weary  legs  doth  scratch  , 
Each    shadow    makes     him    stop,    each     mtt:  nur 
stay: 

For  misery  is  trodden  on  by  many ; 

And,  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any. 

'  Lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more ; 
Nay.  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  shalt  not  rite : 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar, 
Unlike  myself  thou  bear'st  me  moralise. 
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She  bows  her  head,  the  new-sprung  flower  to  smell. 

Comparing  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath  ; 

And  says,  within  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell, 

Since  he  himself  is  reft  from  her  by  death  : 

She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green    dropping  sap,    which    she    compares    to 

'  Poor  flower !  *   quoth   she,   '  this   was   thy   father  s 

(Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sweet-smelling  sire) 

For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes  : 

To  grow  unto  himself  was  his  desire, 

And  so  'tis  thine;  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  mv  breast,  as  in  his  blood. 


"  Here  was  thy  father's  bed,  here  in  my  breast : 
Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  'tis  thy  right : 
Lo  !   in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest ; 
My  throbbing  heart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  night  i 
There  shall  not  be  one  minute  in  an  hour, 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweet  love's  flower.' 

Thus,  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies, 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves ;   by  whose  swift  aid, 
Their  mistress  mounted,  through  the  empty  saies 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  convey'd, 

Holding  their   course    to    Paphos,    where    theii 
queen 

Metns  to  immure  herself,  and  not  be  seuu. 
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THE   RAPE    OF   LUCRECE. 


Punter  baa  inserted  the  story  of  Lucrece  in  the  frat  *olam« 
•f  Us  Palace  of  Pleasure,  1567,  on  which  oar  autbor  is  asp- 
ptsed  to  hare  formed  this  poem,  which  was  entered  on  lite 
books  of  the  Stationers'  Company,  May  9th,  1394,  aud  wan 
irst  printed  in  quarto  in  the  same  year.  It  was  again  pub- 
liabed  in  8ro.  in  1398,  1600.  and  1607.  In  1616  aiMrtbar 
edition  appeared,  which  in  the  title-page  is  said  to  ba  '  uaavty 
rerisf  d  and  corrected ;'  although  it  is  pronouucad  by  Masaan 
to  ba  the  moat  inaccurate  and  corrupt  of  all  the  aAcMtti  *u- 
pie*;  acd  bearing  evident  marks  of  the  rariaaj  stfawaftsw' 
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ARGUMENT.' 

Luclot  Tarquiniua,  for  bis  eicessive  pride  surnamcd  Su- 
perbus,  »fter  he  had  caused  his  own  father-in-law,  Servius 
Tulliui,  to  ha  cruelly  murdered,  and,  contrary  to  the  Ronnc 
Isws  mid  customs,  not  requiring  or  staying  for  the  people's 
•udViges,  hud  possessed  himself  of  lb*  kingdom  ; — mnt, 
accompanied  with  his  aims  awl  oilier  nohli-nien  of  Home, 
lo  besiege  A rd en  ;  during  which  sieue,  the  principal  men 
3f  the  army  meeting  one  evening  at  the  lent  of  St-  it  us  Tar- 
quinius.  (he  king's  son,  in  llieir  discourses  ufrcr  supj.er. 
every  nne  commended  the  virtues  of  his  own  wife  -,  union; 
whom,  Coll  n1  inn  *  eitullert  the  incnmpa  ruble  elmstitj  of  his 
wife  l.ueretia.  In  that  pleasant  humor  they  all  posted  to 
Rome;  and  intending,  by  their  secret  and  sudden  arrival, 
to  mute  trial  of  that  which  every  one  had  before  avouched, 
only  Collatinua  finds  Iiis  wife,  though  it  were  late  in  the 
ning  amongst  her  maids  ;  the  oilier  ladies  n-ero 
■11  fiund  dancing  and  revelling,  or  in  several  disports; 
"  reupon  the  noblemen  yielded  Collatinus  the  victory, 
bis  wife  the  fame.  At  I  hat  time  Settus  Tarquinins, 
g  inflnmed  with  Lilfrere'  beauty,  yet  smothering  Iiis 
ions  for  the  present,  departed  with  the  rest  bark  to  the 
p  ;  from  whence  he  shortly  after  privily  withdrew  him- 
,  and  was,  according  to  bis  estate,  royally  entertained 
■nd  lodied  by  Lucrece  at  Collsitiuiu.    The  stitob  night,  he 
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Perchance,  his  boast  of  Lucrece"  sovereignty 

Suggested  l  this  proud  issue  of  a  I(ir.£ : 
For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  he  ; 
Perchance,  that  envy  of  so  rich  a  thing1, 
Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  sting 

His    high-pitch'd     thoughts,     that    meaner 
should  vaunt 

That  golden  hap  which  their  superiors  want 

But  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 
His  all- too- timeless  speed,  if  none  of  those  ; 
His  honor,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  state. 
Neglected  all,  with  swift  intent  he  goes 
To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows. 
0,  rash. false  heat,  wrapp'd  in  repentant  cold, 
Thy  hasty   spring   still   blasts,   and    ne'er    grow* 


When  at  Collatiom  this  false  lord  arrived, 
Well  was  he  welcomed  by  the  Roman  dame. 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  Bt  rived 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame. 
When    virtue    hragg'd,    beauty    would    blush    San 
shame  ; 
When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 
Virtue  would  stain  that  o'er  with  silver  white. 
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t  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled,' 

Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  field  [ 
Then  virtue  claims  from  beauty  heauty's  red, 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age,  to  gilil 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  their  shield ; 
reaching  thcra  thus  to  u*e  it  in  the  right;  — 
When   shame   assail'd,  the   red  should   fence   the 

This  heraldry  in  Lucrere'  face  was  seen, 
Argued  by  beauty's  red  and  virtue's  white. 
Of  either's  color  was  the  other  queen. 
Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right : 
Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  fight ; 
The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great. 
That  oft  they  interchange  each  other's  seat. 

This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses. 
Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  face's  field. 
In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloses; 
Where,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kill'd. 
The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 
To  those  two  armies,  that  would  let  him  go. 
Rather  than  triumph  in  so  false  a  foe. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  husband's  shallow  tongue 
(The  niggard  prodigal  that  praised  her  so) 


In  that  high  task  hath  done  her  beauty  wrong. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  shows 
I'herefore  that  praise  '  which  Collating  doth  ewe,1 
Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  surmise. 
In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 

This  earthly  saint,  adored  by  this  devil, 
Little  suspecteth  the  false  worshipper: 

instain'd  thoughts  do  seldom  dream  on  evil; 
Birds  never  limed  no  secret  bushes  fear  : 
So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 

And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guest. 

Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  express'd  : 


For  that  he  color'd  with  his  high  estate. 

Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  majesty  ; 

That  nothing  in  him  seem'd  inordinate, 
e  sometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye, 

Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy; 
But,  poorly  rich,  so  wanteth  in  his  store, 
That,  cloy'd  with  much,  he  pineth  still  for  more. 

But  she,  that  never  coped  with  stranger  eyes. 

Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling  looks, 

Nor  read  the  subtle-shining  secresies 

Writ  in  the  glassy  margents  of  such  books  : 

She  touch'd  no  unknown  baits,  nor  fcar'd  no  hooks; 


Nor  could  she  moralise  '  bis  wanton  sight, 
e  than  his  eyes  were  opeYd  tr>  the  light, 

He  stories  to  her  ears  her  husband's  fame, 
Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy  ; 
And  decks  with  praises  Collating's  high  name. 
Made  glorious  by  his  manly  chivalry, 

tWith  bruised  arms,  and  wreaths  of  victory. 
Her  joy  with  heaved-up  hand  she  doth  express ; 
And,  wordless  so,  greets  Heaven  for  his  success. 
Far  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  thither. 
He  mokes  excuses  for  his  being  there  : 
No  cloudy  show  of  stormy,  blustering  weather 
Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin  once  appear: 
Till  sable  Night,  mother  of  Dread  and  Fear, 
Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display, 
And  in  her  vaulty  prison  stows  the  day  : 

then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed, 
;ndings  weariness  with  heavy  spright; 
,  after  supper,  long  he  questioned 
/ith  modest  Lucrece,  and  wore  out  the  nighl. 

leaden     slumber    with    life's    strength    doth 
fight; 

And  every  one  to  rest  himself  betakes, 
Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds,   that 
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one  of  which,  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 
e  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining; 
t  ever  to  obtnin  his  will  resolving. 
Though    weak-bnllt   hopes   persuade    him    to    abs- 
taining : 
Despair  to  gain,  ilotli  Iraffic  oft  for  gaining: 

And  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  prooosed. 
Though    death    he    adjunct,     there  "s     no     death 
supposed. 

Those  that  much  covet,  are  with  gain  so  fond, 
That  what  they  have  not,  that  which  they  possess, 
They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond, 
And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less ; 
Or.  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 
Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  such  griefs  sustain, 
That  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor-rich  gain. 

The  aim  of  all  is  bnt  to  nurse  the  life 
With  honor,  wealth,  and  ease,  in  waning  age; 
And  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strife. 
That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage  : 
As  life  for  honor,  in  fell  hattle's  rage  ; 

Honor  for  wealth  ;   and  oft  that  wealth  doth  cost 
The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost. 


So  that,  in  venturing  ill,  we  leave  to  be 

The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expect ; 

And  this  ambitious,  foul  infirmity. 

In  having  much,  torments  us  witn  defect 


Of  that  w 


do  neglect 


Tilt  tiling  we  hare,  and,  alt  for  want  of  wit. 
Make  something  nothing,  by  augmenting  it. 

Such  hazard  now  must  doting  Tarquin  make, 
Pawning  his  honor  to  obtain  his  luft; 
And  for  himself,  himself  he  must  forsake: 
Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self-trust? 

I"iVhen  shall  he  think  to  find  a  stranger  just. 
When  he  himself  himself  confounds,  betrays 
To    slanderous    tongues,    and    wretched,    hateful 

Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 
When  heavy  sleep  had  closed  up  mortal  eyes  : 
No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light ; 
No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  death-boding  cries  : 
Now  serves  the  season  that  they  may  surprise 

The    silly  lambs ;    pure    thoughts    are   dead   and 
still, 

While  Lust  and  Murder  wake  to  stain  and  kill. 


And  now  this  lustful  lord  lenp'd  from  his  bed. 
Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm  : 
Is  madly  toss'd  between  desire  and  dread  : 
The  one  sweetly  flatters,  the  other  feareth  harm  ; 
But  honest  Fear,  bewitch 'd  with  lust's  foul  charm. 
Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire, 
Beaten  away  by  brainsick,  rude  Desire, 

His  falchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smitetli. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  fire  do  By; 
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Wlserert  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  liglite'.b. 
Which  must  he  loadstar  to  his  lustful  eye ; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedlv  : — - 
'  As  from  this  cold  flint  1  enforced  this  fire. 
So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire.' 

Here  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 
The  dangers  of  hll  loathsome  enterprise. 
And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise  : 
Then  looking  scornfully,  lie  doth  despise 
Hie  naked  armour  of  still-slaughter'd  lust, 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust :  - 

Fair  torch,  burn  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
To  darken  her  whose  light  excelleth  thine  ! 
And  die,  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  b!ut 
With  your  uacleejiaean  that  which  is  divine .' 
Offer  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine : 

Let  fair  humanity  abhor  tbe  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest,  snow-vfb.it* 

1  O,  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  arm*  t 
0,  foul  dishonor  to  my  household's  grave  ! 
0,  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms  ! 
A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fancy's '  slave  ! 
True  valor  still  a  true  respect  should  have: 


I 


Then  my  digression  is  so 
That  it  will  live  engraven 

Yea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survivn. 
And  be  an  eyesore  in  my  golden  coat; 
Some  loathsome  dash  the  herald  will  contrive. 
To  cipher  me,  how  fondly  I  did  dote; 
That  my  postei;:v.  °hamed  with  the  note, 
Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sir 
To  nUh  that  1  their  father  had  not  been. 


'  What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek? 

A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  Heeting  joy. 

Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth,  to  wail  a  week? 

Or  sells  eternity,  to  get  a  toy  ? 

For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy  ? 

Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown. 

Would    with    the    sceptre    straight    be    struckeu 
down  ? 

•  If  Collatinus  dream  of  my  intent. 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 
Post  hither,  this  vile  ]iuq>ose  to  prevent? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage, 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage, 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame, 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-dur'mg  biame? 

k1  O.  wbai  excuse  can  mv  invention  make. 
When    thou    shalt    charge    mc    with    so  black 
deed? 
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Will  not  my  tongue  lie  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake  f 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed  ' 
The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed  ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly. 
But,  coward-like,  with  trembling  terror  die. 

■  Had  Collatinus  kill'd  my  son  or  sire. 
Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life, 
Or  were  he  not  my  dear  Iriend,  this  desire 
Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife; 
As  in  revenge  or  qnittal  of  such  strife : 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  friend. 
The  shame  and  fault  finds  no  excuse  nor  end. 

'  Shameful  it  is  ? — ay,  if  the  fact  he  known  : 
Hateful  it  is  ? — there  is  no  hate  in  loving : 
I  '11  beg  her  love  : — but  she  is  not  her  own  f 
The  worst  is  hut  denial,  and  reproving  : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing. 
Who  fears  a  sentence  or  an  old  man's  mr, 
Shall  by  a  painted  cloth  '  be  kept  in  awe.' 

Thus,  graceless,  holds  he  disputation 
Tween  frozen  conscience  and  hot-burning  will, 
And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation, 
Urging  the  worser  sense  for  vantage  still ; 
Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 


,  mural  ttibteocea 


AH  Dure  effects,  and  doth  so  far  proceed. 
That  what  is  vile  shows  like  a  virtuous  dt 


Quoth  he,   '  She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand, 
And  gazed  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes. 
fearing  some  hard  news  from  the  warlike  band. 
Where  her  beloved  Collatinus  lies. 

»0.  how  her  fear  did  make  her  color  rise  ! 
First  red  as  roses,  that  on  lawn  we  lay : 
Then  white  as  lawn,  the  rosea  took  away. 
1  And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lock'd, 
Forced  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear ! 
Which  struck  lier  sad,  and  then  it  faster  rocli'd, 
Until  her  husband's  welfare  she  did  hear ; 
Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer. 
That  had  Narcissus  seen  her  as  she  stood. 
Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 

■  Why  hunt  I  then  for  color  or  excuses  ? 
All  orators  are  dumb  when  beauty  pleadeth  ; 
l'oor  wretches  have  remorse  in  poor  abuses  ; 
Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dreadeth  s 
Affection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leadeth  . 
And  when  his  gaudy  banner  ii 


a  display 'd 


The  coward  fights,  and  will  not  be  disinay'd. 


'Then,  childish  fear,  avaunt!  debating,  i 
it  on  wrinkled  or. 


Respect '  and  r 


My  heart  shall  never  countermand  ijiiue  eyes 

Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  th( 

My    part    is     youth,    and     beats     these    from    the 

Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  prize  : 

Then    wlio   fears    sinking   where   such    treasure 

As  corn  o'ergrown  by  weeds,  so  heedful  fear 
Is  almost  choked  by  unresisted  lust. 
Away  he  steals  with  open,  listening  ear, 
Full  of  foul  hope,  and  full  of  fond  mistrust  i 
Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  unjust. 

So  cross  him  with  their  opposite  persuasion. 

That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  n 


Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits. 
And  in  the  selfsame  seat  sits  Collatine: 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  confounds  his  witij 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine. 
Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline  ; 

But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart. 
Which  once  corrupted,  takes  the  worser  part  j 

And  therein  heartens  up  hia  servile  powers; 
Who.  flntter'd  by  their  leader's  jocund  show, 
•Stuff  up  his  lust,  as  minutes  till  up  hours  ; 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow, 
slavish  tribute  than  they  o 
fly  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led. 


lucks  between  her  chamber  and  his 

l  one  by  him  enforced,  retires  his  wi 

But  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill, 

Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some 

The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  bi 

Night-wandering    weasels     shriek     t 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 


As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way, 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  stay, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  face, 
Extinguishing  his  conduct '  in  this  case  ; 

But    his    hot    heart,    which    fond    desire 
scorch. 

Puffs  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torch 

And,  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks: 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  •  where  it  lies  ; 
And,  griping  it,  the  neeld  :'  his  finger  pricks  : 
As  who  should  say.  This  glove  to  wanton  tr; 
Is  not  inured;   return  again  in  haste: 


: 


But  all  these  poor  forbiddings  could  not  stav  him  ; 
n  the  worst  sense  construe*  their  denial : 

The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove,  that  did  delay  him. 

He  takes  for  accidental  things  of  trial ; 

Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hourly  dial, 

Who  with  a  lingering  stay  his  course  doth  let,' 
Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt. 

'  So,  so,'  quoth  he,   '  these  lets  attend  the  time, 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  spring. 
To  add  a  more  rejoicing  to  the  prime. 
And  give  the  sneaped5  birds  more  cause  to  sing. 
Pain  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing  ; 

Huge   rocks,   high  winds,   strong   pirates,  shelves 
and  sands, 

The  merchant  fears,  ere  rich  at  home  he  lands,' 

Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber  door, 
That  shuts  him  from  the  heaven  of  his  thought ; 
Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  no  more, 
Hath  barr'd  him  from  the  blessed  thing  he  sought. 
So  from  himself  impiety  hath  wrought. 
That  for  his  prey  to  pray  he  doth  begin. 
As  if  the  Heavens  should  countenance  his  sin. 


Hut  in  the  midst  of  his  unfruitful  prayer. 
Having  solicited  the  eternal  Power, 


*hat  his  foul  thoughts  might  compass  his  fair  fair. 
And  they  would  stand  auspicious  to  the  hour;— 
Even  there  he  starts  : — quoth  he,  '  I  must  defiour : 

The  powers,  to  whom  I  pray,  abhor  this  fact ; 

How  can  they  then  assist  me  in  the  act  ? 

'  Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide ! 

My  will  is  back'd  with  resolution  ; 

Thoughts  arc  but  dreams  till  their  effects  be  tried , 

The  blackest  sin  ia  clear'd  with  absolution  ; 

Against  love's  fire  fear's  frott  hatb  dissolution. 
The  eye  of  heaven  is  out,  and  misty  night 
Covers  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  delight.' 

This  said,  his  guilty  hand  pluck 'd  up  the  latch. 

And  with  bis  knee  the  dour  he  opens  wide  : 

The  dove  sleeps  fast  that  this  night-owl  will  catch  ; 

Thus  treason  works  ere  traitors  be  espied. 

Who  sees  the  lurking  serpent,  steps  aside ; 

But  she,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  such  thing, 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  sting. 

Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 
And  gazeth  on  her  yet  unstained  bed  : 
I'hc  curtains  being  close,  about  he  walks, 
Rolling  his  greedy  eyeballs  in  his  head : 
By  their  high  treason  is  his  heart  misled  , 
Which   gives    the  watchword    to   his   hand  full 

To  draw  the  cloud  that  hides  the  silver  moon. 

MAI.  *Y  * 
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Look,  as  the  fair  and  fiery-pointed  sun. 
Rushing  from  forth  a  cloud,  bereaves  our  sight; 
Even  bo,  the  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  begun 
To  wink,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light: 
Whether  it  is,  that  she  reflects  so  bright. 

That   dazzle th    them,  or  else   some  shame  aup- 

But   blind   they  are,    and   keep   themselves   en- 


O,  had  they  in  that  darksome  prison  died. 
Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill ! 
Then  Colladne  again,  by  Lucrece'  side, 
In  his  clear  bed  might  have  reposed  still: 
But  they  must  ope,  ibis  blessed  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy-thoughted  Lucrece  to  their  sight 
Must  sell  her  joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight. 

Her  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under, 
Cozening  the  pillow  of  a.  lawful  kiss  ; 
Who,  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sunder. 
Swelling  on  either  side,  to  want  his  bliss; 
Between  whose  hills  her  head  entombed  is 
Where,  like  a  virtuous  monument,  she  lies, 
To  be  admired  of  lewd,  unlmllow'd  eyes. 


Without  the  bed  her  other  fair  hand  was. 
On  the  green  coverlet ;   whose  perfect  whil 
Show'd  like  an  April  daisy  on  the  grass. 
With  pearly  sweat,  resembling  dew  of  night. 
Her  eyas,  like  marigolds,  had  sheathed  their  light ; 


And,  canopied  in  darkness,  sweetly  lay. 
Till  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 


1 


•    hair,    like    golden    threads,   play'd   with  l» 
breath  ; 

O,  modest  wantons  !  wanton  modesty  ! 
Showing-  life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  death, 
And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortality: 
Each  in  her  sleep  themselves  so  beautify, 

As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife, 
But  that  life  lived  in  death,  and  death  in  life. 


breasts,  like  ivory  globes  circled  with  blue, 
A  pair  of  maiden  worlds  unconquered  ; 

of  their  lord,  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew. 
And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honored. 
These  worlds  in  Tarquin  new  ambition  bred ; 
Who,  like  a  foul  usurper,  went  about 
From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  owner  out. 


What  could  he  see,  but  mightily  he  noted  ? 

What  did  he  note,  but  strongly  he  desired? 

What  he  beheld,  on  that  he  firmly  doted  ; 

And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  lie  tired. 

With  more  than  admiration  he  admired 
Her  azure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin, 
Her  coral  lips,  her  snow-white,  dimpled  chin. 

Ah  the  grim  lion  fawneth  o'er  his  prey. 
Sharp  hunger  by  the  conquest  satisfied. 


Hi  TBI   %AT*  QW 

Nil  oVr  this  sleeping  tool  dntfe  T 
111*  r«g«  of  lust  by  gazing 
NUok'ri,  not  utippress'd ;  fa- 
ll i*  ry<if  whieh  late  this  mutiny 
Unit i  it  Krrttlcr  uproar  tempts  Us 


Ami  iIm'Y,  HliCf  straggling  flares  far 

Uliiliiiiiln  vumuU,  fell  exploits  el 

In  lilmtily  ilrnlli  iirnl  ravishment  delighting. 

Niu  iIiIIiIm'ii'h  Intra  nor  mother's 

Nwi>ll  hi  llit'ir  pride,  the  onset  still 

A  linn  lil«  Uniting  heart,  alarum  striking, 
(live*   llm    hot    charge,  and  bids  them  do  the 
IiIuiir. 

I  IN  iliummhiK  hr»nrt  cheers  up  his  burning  eye; 

III*  nyn  mmiimmU  the  leading  to  his  hand; 

Mix  Imml.  «■  pi  mid  of  such  a  dignity, 

iiiimliiii^  wiili  pinle,  umrch'd  on  to  make  his  stand 

I  in  lui  luiti'  liimnt,  tin*  heart  of  all  her  land  ; 
Wld.ni'  i mill «  ol  blur  veins,  as  his  hand  did  scah 
Li  II  l  lull  i  mind  turret*  destitute  and  pale. 

Iln  v,  ihubIi'iIiih  to  tin*  quiet  cabinet 
\V  lii-ii'  I  In  n  iIi'hi  f^ovrrurnn  and  lady  lies, 
I  in  ii-ll  \w\  niu*  in  (lirmlfully  beset. 
Ami  liiiilil  In1!-  with  roufu»ion  of  their  cries, 
him,  much  nmn/iMl.  lunik*  ope  her  lock'd-up  eyes* 
Wliii,  pprpmg;  Imth  this  tumult  to  behold 
An*  liv  hi*  tluiiiiii^  torch  dimra'd  and  controlTd, 


(R 


Imagine  her,  as  one  in  dead  of  night 
From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadful  fancy  waking. 
That  thinks  she  hath  beheld  dime  ghastly  sprite. 
Whose  grim  aspect  sets  every  joint  a  shaking ; 
What  terror  'tis !  but  she,  in  worser  taking. 
From  sleep  disturbed,  heedfully  doth  view 
The  sight  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 


Wrapp'd  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears. 
Like  to  a  new-kill'd  bird  she  trembling  lies  : 
She  dares  not  look ;  yet.  winking,  there  appears 
Quick-shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes: 
Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  forgeries; 
Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
In    darkness    daunts    them    with    more  dreadful 
sights. 


is  hand,  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast, 
(Rude  ram,  to  batter  such  an  ivory  wall !) 
May  feel  her  heart,  (poor  citizen  !)   distrtss'd. 
Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  fall, 
Bating  her  bulk,1  that  his  hand  shakes  withal. 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity, 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 

'irst,  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 
sound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe. 


Win.  Ii'ff  the  white  sheet  pnn ha  ■fcifi  ck 

,,!  rltii  ra»b  alarm  to  know, 
'.'.  I.,.  I.  til  i'v  dumb  diir.ta.nor  seeks  ta  ahow/: 

btt  Ootaf  he  commits  thii  3L 

i  i  u    hi    ■■i-1"  lie  color  in  tky  fac* 

i  1 1 i  ii  for  linger  makes  the  liir  pale. 

'■  'i  'i I  rove  blush  ut  her  ova  disgrace) 

'  I . m M  |il I  for  US,  and  tell  my  loving  tale: 

I '...I.  i  il>*l  cola*  mfu  I  come  to  scale 
ii.i  naval  oonquar'd  fort;  the  fault  is  tl 
i     .     i i I  ttllaa  ay«  betray  thee  onto  mine. 

■  II...-  I  foraitall  Ihse.  if  thou  mean  to  chid*: 

i  i.',  It<  "hIy  hath  ciumurud  thee  to  this  night. 
Wnari  ili"ii  "iili  pttianw  must  my  will  abide. — 
Mv  uill,  I  In  I  marks  thee  fur  my  earth's  delight, 
U  h lull  I  in  ooDquei  sought  with  all  my  migiit; 
lint  at  reproof  ami  reason  beat  it  deud. 
By  thy  bright  lii'uuly  wos  it  newly  bred. 

'  I  ■*«  wliai  nro»ies  my  attempt  will  bring: 

I  I v  whtl  timing  the  growing  rose  defend*; 

I  iluiil.  i In-  honey  planted  with  a  sting: 
All  tlil»,  btforohand,  counsel  comprehends: 
Bttt  will  i>  dnaf  mid  hears  no  heedful  fiiendi : 

Only  he  hath  an  eve  to  enze  on  beauty. 

And    dolus   on    what   he   looks,    'gainst   law  <-, 
duly 
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I  have  debated,  even  in  ray  toul. 

What   wrong,   what  shame,   what   sorrow    I  thai] 

Rut  nothing  can  affection's  course  coritiol. 
Or  stop  the  headlong  fury  of  his  speed. 
I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  the  deed, 

Ueprnach,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmity; 

V'ei  strive  I  to  embrace  mine  infamy.' 

This  said,  he  shakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade. 
Which,  like  a  falcon  towering  in  the  skies, 
Cmicheth  the  fowl  below  with,  his  wings'  shade. 
Whose    crooked    beak    threats,     if     he    mount    he 

So  under  his  insulting  falchion  lies 

Harmless  Lucretia,  marking  what  he  tells 
With  trembling  fear,  as  fowl  hear  falcons'  bells. 

*  Lucrece,'  quoth  he,  '  this  night  I  must  enjoy  thee  : 

If  thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 

For  in  thy  bed  1  purpose  to  destroy  thee  ; 

That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  thine  I  '11  slay, 

To  kill  thine  honor  with  thy  life's  decay  ; 

And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  to  place  him. 
Swearing  1  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him : 

"  So  thy  surviving  husband  «hall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye ; 
Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain; 
Thy  issue  bturr'd  with  nameless  bastardy  ; 
Aud  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy. 


Shaft  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  in  rhymes, 
And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 

'  But  if  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend  ; 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted ; 
A  little  harm,  done  to  a  great,  good  end. 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 

In  a  pure  compound  ;  being  so  applied. 

Hit  venom  in  effect  is  purified. 

'  Then  for  thy  husband  and  thy  children's  Eaki 
Tender  ■  my  suit :  bequeathe  not  to  their  lot 
The  eliame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take. 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe,  or  birth-hour'a  blot  : 
For  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 
Are  nature's  faults,  not  their  own  infamy.' 

Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-killing  eye 

He  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause  : 

While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 

Like    a    white    hind    under    the    grype's {     sharp 

Pleads  in  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws. 

To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  light, 
Nor  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 


Look,   when   a    black  -faced   cloud   the  world   doth 

threat. 

In  his  dim  mist  the  aspiring  mountains  hiding, 
From  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get. 
Which  blows  these  pitchy  vapors  from  their  biding, 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  dividing  ; 
So  his  unliallnw'd  haste  her  words  delays. 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plays. 

Yet,  foul,  night-waking  cat.  he  doth  but  dally, 
While  in  his  holdfast  foot  the  weak  mouse  panteth  ; 
Her  sad  behavior  feeds  his  vulture  folly  ; 
A  swallowing  gulf,  that  even  in  plenty  wantelh  : 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  hut  his  heart  granteth 
No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining: 

»  Tears   harden   hist,    though    marble    wear    with 
raining. 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fix'd 
In  the  remorseless  wrinkles  of  his  face  : 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mix'd. 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  more  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place, 

And  'midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks, 
That  twice  she  duth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  conjures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove. 

By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendship's  flath. 

By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  love. 

By  holy  human  law,  and  common  troth, 

By  heaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  Iiotb, 


'  Att  whiih  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean. 
Jtart  «dt  thjr  rockjr  and  wreck-threatening  Leant. 
'J'/  vifcw»  it  with  their  continual  motion ; 
F'/r  %UtUK%  ditfJred  to  water  do  convert. 
O,  if  ni/  harder  than  a  ttone  thou  art, 

Melt  ftt  fny  tear*,  and  be  compassionate  \ 

Huh  pity  enter*  at  an  iron  gate. 


1  JuttiuUd,  propucad  to  thy— If 
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In  Tarq  u  iii's  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee . 

ou  put  on  liia  shape  to  do  him  shame  ? 
o  all  the  host  of  heaven  I  complain  me, 

wrong'st    his    honor,    wound'st    his   princely 

lit    not    what     thou     aeem'st ;     and     if    the 

Thou  aeem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king; 
For  kings,  like  gods,  should  govern  every  thiug. 

*  How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age, 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring? 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  darcst  do  such  outrage, 
What   darest   thou    not   when    once    thou    art    a 

king? 
0,  be  remember'd,'  no  outrageous  tiling 

From  vassal  actors  can  be  wiped  away  ; 

Then  kings'  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

'  This  deed  will  make  thee  only  loved  for  fear. 
But  happy  monarcbs  still  are  fear'd  for  love  ; 
With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear. 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove  : 
If  but  fur  fear  of  this,  thy  will  remove  ; 

For  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book, 
Where    subjects'    eyes    do    learn,    do    read,    do 


■  And   wilt   thou   be   the   school  where  Lust  shall 


let 


i? 


Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame? 

Wilt  thou  be  glass,  wherein  it  shall  discern 

Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blaroe. 

To  privilege  dishonor  in  thy  name  ? 

Thou  back'st  reproach  against  long-lived  laud, 
And  makest  fair  reputation  but  a  bawd. 

'  Hast  thou  command  ?  by  turn  that  gave  ii  thee. 
From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will  : 
Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniquity, 
For  it  was  lent  thri-  all  that  brood  to  bill. 
Thy  princely  office  bow  canst  thou  fulfil. 

When,    paltern'd    by    thy    fault,     foul    t-in    m; 
say, 

He    learn'd    t( 


and   thou   didst    teach    the 


'  Think  but  how  vile  a  spectacle  it  were 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 
Men's  faults  do  seldom  to  themselves  appear : 
Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother  : 
This  guilt  would  seem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother. 
O,  how  are  they  wrapp'd  in  with  infamies, 
That    from    their    own    misdeeds   askaunce    their 


'  To  thee,  to  thee 


Not  to  seduciug  lu»t,  thy  rash  itlie 


ived-up  hands  appeal, 


I  sue  for  exiled  majesty's  repeal ; 

irn,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire  : 

His  true  respect  will  prison  fulse  desire, 

And  wipe  tiie  dim  mist  from  thy  doting  eyne. 
That  thou  shall  see  thy  state,  and  pity  mine." 

tHave  done,'  quoth  he :  '  my  uncontrolled  tide 
'urns  not,  hut  swells  the  higher  by  this  let : ' 
•jitinll  lights  are  soon  blown  out :  huge  fires  abide. 
Arid  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret ; 
The  petty  streams,  that  pay  a  daily  debt 

tTo  their  salt  sovereign,    with    their   fresh    fulls* 
haste, 
Add  to  his  flow,  but  alter  not  his  taste.' 

'  Thou  art,'  quoth  she,  '  a  sea,  a  sovereign  king; 
And,  lo,  there  falls  into  thy  boundless  flood 
Black  lust,  dishonor,  shnme,  misgoverning, 
Who  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 
If  all  these  petty  ills  shall  change  thy  good, 
Thy  sea  within  a  puddle's  womb  is  hearsed, 
And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  sea  dispersed. 

*  So    shall    these    slaves    be    king,    and    thou    their 

11  nobly  base,  they  basely  dignified; 
Thou  their  fair  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave; 
Thou  loathed  in  their  shame,  they  in  thy  pride, 
r  thing  should  not  the  greater  hide  : 


The  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shrub'*  firnt. 
But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cellar's  root. 


■  So  let  thy  thoughts,  low  vassals  to  thy  state, '- 


,  I  will  nut  hear 


Yield  to  my  love;  if  not,  enforced  hate. 
Instead  of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thee  i 
That  done,  despitefully  I  n 
Unto  the  base  bed  of  soi 


To  be  thy  partnt 


a  tl-.i 


ie  rascal  g 
shameful 


Tliis  said,  he  sets  his  foot  upon  the  light, 
For  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies  : 
!~liaiue,  folded  up  in  blind,  concealing  night. 
When  most  unseen,  then  most  doth  tyrannise. 
The    wolf    hath   seised    hia   prey,    the   poor   lamb 

Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  con  troll 'd 
Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips*  Bweet  fold : 

Fur  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  wears, 
lie  pens  her  piteous  clamors  in  her  head  ; 
Cooling  liis  hot  face  in  (lie  chastest  tears 
That  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 
O,  that  prone  lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed! 
The  snots  whereof  could  weeping  purify. 
Her  tecu  should  drop  on  them  perpetually. 

But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  tiling  than  life, 
And  be  hath  won  what  be  would  lose  again. 


s  forced  league  doth  Force  a  farther  strife  ; 
This  momentary  joy  breeds  months  of  pain ; 
This  hot  desire  converts  tu  cold  disdain; 

Pure  chastity  is  rifled  of  her  store  ; 

And  lust,  the  thief,  far  poorer  than  before. 

Look,  as  the  full-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk. 
Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  flight. 
Make  slow  pursuit,  or  altogether  halk ' 
The  prey,  wherein  hy  nature  they  delight; 
So  surfeit -taking  Tarquin  fares  this  night  ; 
His  taste  delicious,  in  digestion  souring, 
Devours  his  will,  that  lived  by  foul  devouring. 

0,  deeper  sin  than  bottomless  conceit 

Can  comprehend  in  still  imagination  ! 

Drunken  Desire  must  vomit  his  receipt, 

Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 

While  lust  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 
Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rash  desire, 
Till,  like  a  jade,  self-will  himself  doth  tire  : 

And  then,  with  lank  and  lean,  discolor'd  cheek, 

With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strenglhless  pace. 

Feeble  Desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek, 

Like  tn  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  case  : 

The    flesh    being   proud,    Desire     doth     fight    witt 
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Fur  there  it  revels;   and  when  that  decays. 
The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 


•    f:ir 


/rith  this  faultful  lord  of  Rome, 


Who  this  accomplishment  so  hotly  chased; 

For  now  against  himself  he  sounds  this  doom  : — 

That   through   the   length   of  times  he  stands   dis- 

Besides,  his  soul's  fair  temple  is  defaced  ; 
To  whose  weak  ruins  muster  troops  of  cares, 
To  ask  the  spotted  princess  how  she  fares. 

She  says,  her  subjects  with  foul  insurrection 
Have  batter'd  down  her  consecrated  wall. 
And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  subjection 
Her  in. mortality,  and  made  her  thrall 
To  living  death,  and  pain  perpetual; 

Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still, 
But  her  foresight  could  not  forestall  their  will. 

Evert  in  this  thought,  through  the  dark  night  he 

stealcth, 
A  captive  victor,  that  hath  lost  in  gain  ; 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  healetb  ; 


The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  c 

Leaving  his  spoil  perplex'd  in  greater  pain. 
•She  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind, 
And  he  the  burthen  of  a  guilty  mind. 

He,  like  a  thievish  dog,  creeps  sadly  thence; 
She.  libs  a  wearied  lamb,  1ms  panting  them- 
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He  scowls,  and  hates  himself  for  his  offence: 

Blie  desperate,  with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear; 
tie  faintly  flies,  sweating-  with  guilty  fear  ; 

She  stays,  exclaiming  on  the  direful  night ; 

He    runs,    and    chides    his   vanish 'd,   loathed  de- 
light. 

He  thence  departs  a  heavy  convertite  ; l 

She  there  remains  a  hopeless  castaway  : 

He  in  his  speed  looks  for  the  morning  light ; 

She  prays  she  never  may  behold  the  day : 

"  For  day,'  quoth  she,   '  night's   scapes  doth  ope« 

And  my  true  eyes  have  never  practised  how 
To  cloak  offeiices  with  a  cunning  brow. 


'  Thev  think  not  but  that  every  eye  can  see 
The  same  disgrace  which  they  themselves  behold, 
And  therefore  would  they  still  in  darkness  be, 
To  have  their  unseen  sin  remain  untold  i 
For  they  their  guilt  with  weeping  will  unfold ; 
And  grave,  like  water,  that  doth  eat  in  steel, 
Upon  my  cheeks  what  helpless  shame  I  feel.' 

iiere  she  exclaims  against  repose  and  rest, 
Aud  bids  her  eyes  hereafter  still  be  blind. 
She  wakes  her  heart  by  beating  on  her  brewt. 


THE     ttAPK     OF     LUCREC1, 

And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  find 
Some  purer  chest,  to  close  so  pure  a  mind. 

Frantic  with   grief,   thus  breathes   she   forth    Lw 
spite 

Against  the  unseen  secresy  of  night : — 

*  0  comfort-killing  night,  image  of  bell! 
Dim  register  and  notary  of  shame  I 
Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 
Vast  sin-concealing  chaos  !  nurse  of  blame  I 
Blind,  muffled  bawd  !   dark  harbor  for  defame ! 
Grim  cave  of  death  !    whispering  conspirator, 
With  close-tongued  treason  and  the  ravisher! 

'  O  hateful,  vaporous,  and  foggy  nigh'. 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  cureless  crime, 
Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light. 
Make  war  against  proportion'd  course  of  time! 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  sun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet  ere  he  go  to  bed. 
Knit  poisonous  clouds  about  his  golden  head. 

■  With  rotten  damps  ravish  the  morning  air ; 

Let    their    exhaled,     unwholesome     breaths     matt* 

The  life  of  purity,  the  supreme  fair. 
Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noontide  prick; 
And  let  thy  misty  vapors  march  so  tnick. 

That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smother'd  light 
May  set  at  noon,  and  make  perpetual  night. 


'  Were  Tarquin  night,  (as  he  is  hut  night's  child) 
The  silver- shining  queen  he  wnuld  distain  j 
Her  twinkling  handmaids  too,  hy  him  defiled. 
Through    night's    black    bosom    should    not    peep 

I  again; 

So  should  I  have  copartners  in  my  pain : 
Aid  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage, 
As  palmers'  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimage. 
m 
To   i 


'  Where ' 
To   cross 


no  one  to  blush  with  me, 
and   hang   their   heads   with 


To  mask  their  brows,  and  hide  their  infamy  ; 

But  I  alone,  alone  must  sit  and  pine, 

Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  silver  brine ; 

Mingling   my   talk    with    tears,    my   (jrief    with 
groans, 

Poor  wasting  monuments  of  lasting  moans. 

•  0  night,  thou  furnace  of  foul-reeking  smoke, 
Let  not  the  jealous  day  behold  that  face 
Which,  underneath  thy  black,  all-hiding  cloak. 
Immodestly  lies  martyr'd  with  disgrace  ! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place ; 

That   all    the    faults,    which    in    thy  reigTi    we 
made. 

May  likewise  oe  sepulchred  in  thy  shade  I 


" 


perfection  is  so  absolute, 

me  impurity  doth  not  pollute. 


'  The  aged  man,  that  coffers  up  hit  eold. 

Is  plagued  with  cramps,  and   gouts,   and   painful 
fits. 

And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold  : 

But  like  still -pining  Tantalus  he  eits, 

And  useless  barns  the  harvest  of  his  nits  ; 
Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain, 
But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 

■  So  then  he  hath  it,  when  he  cannot  use  it, 
And  leaves  it  to  be  master'd  hy  his  young  ; 
Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it : 
Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong, 
To  hold  their  cursed -blessed  fortune  long. 
The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  s 
that  we  call  them  01 


*  Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  spring  ; 
Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  dowers; 
The  adder  hisses  where  the  sweet  birds  sing ; 
What  virtue  breeds  iniquity  devours  : 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  ours. 

But  ill-annexed  Opportunity 

Or  kills  his  life,  or  else  his  quality. 

"  O,  Opportunity  !   thy  guilt  is  great : 

Tis  thou  that  executest  the  traitor's  treason ; 

Thou  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get; 


Whoever  jiluts  the  sin,  thou  'poi 

ITI*  thou  that  spurn 'st  at  right,  i 
And  in  thy  shady  cell,  win 
'■ 
T 
T 


Sits  fein,  to  seise  the  souls  that  wander  by  bin 


n  makest  the  vestal  violate  her  oath  ; 
blow'st  the  fire  when  temperance  is  thaw'i 
Thou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murder's!  troth  ; 
Thou  foul  abettor  !   thou  notorious  bawd  ! 
Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displacest  laud. 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thief, 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief! 


'  Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame  ; 

Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast ; 

Thy  smoothing  '  titles  to  a  ragged  name  : 

Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste  : 

Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 
How  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee  ? 

*  When  wilt  thou  be  the  bumble  suppliant's  friend, 
And  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtain 'd  ? 
When   wilt    thou    sort4    an    hour   great    strifes    to 


fr;e  that  soul  which  wretchednt 
e  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  thf 
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The  poor,  lame,  blind,   halt,  creep,  cry  c»t  for 
thee; 

But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

'  The  patient  dies  while  the  physician  sleep! ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  oppressor  feeds  ; 

Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps; 

Advice  is  sporting  wink-  intention  breeds; 

Thou  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds. 

Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages. 
The  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 


■  When  Truth  and  Virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  from  thy  aid  ; 
They  buy  thy  help  :  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee, 
He  gratis  comes;   and  thou  art  well  appay'd.1 
As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  bath  said  : 

My  Collatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stay'd  by  theo. 

■  Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft; 
Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation  j 
Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift ; 
Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination  : 

An  accessary,  by  thine  inclioation. 

To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  ore  to  come. 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 


i 


'  Misshapen  Time,  copesmate  '  of  ugly  night, 
Swtft  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care ; 
Eater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  false  delight. 
Base  watch  of  woes,  sin's  packhorse,  virtue's  si 
Thou  nursest  all,  and  murderest  all  that  are. 

O,  hear  me  then,  injurious,  shifting  Time! 

Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 

'  Why  hath  thy  servant,  Opportunity, 
Betray 'd  the  hours  thou  gavest  me  to  repose  ? 
Cnncell'd  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endlesa  date  of  never-ending  woes  ? 
Time's  office  is  to  fine  *  the  hate  of  foes ; 
To  eat  up  errors  by  opinion  bred. 
Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 


Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings  ; 
'o  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light; 
To  stamp  the  seal  uf  time  in  aged  things; 
To  wake  the  morn,  and  sentinel  the  night; 
)  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right; 
To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours ; 
And    smear   with   dust   their   glittering,   golden 


To  fill  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments; 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things ; 
To  blot  old  books,  and  alter  their  content* ; 
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To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens'  wings ; 
Tc  dry  the  old  oak 'a  gap,  and  cherish  springs; 

To  spoil  antiquities  of  liainmer'd  steel; 

And  turn  the  giddy  round  uf  Fortune'*  wheel ; 

*  To  show  the  beldam  daughters  of  her  daughter; 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child; 

To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter; 

To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild; 

To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguiled ; 

To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful  crops. 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water-drops. 

'  Why  work'st  thou  mischief  in  thy  pilgrimage, 
Unless  thou  couldst  return  to  make  ameiids? 
One  poor  retiring1  minute  in  an  age 
Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  thousand  friends, 
Lending  him  wit,  that  to  bad  debtors  lends. 

0,  this  dread  night,  wouldst  thou  one  hour  come 

I  could  prevent  this  storm,  and  shun  thy  wrack  1 

•  Thou  ceaseless  lackey  to  eternity, 

With  some  mischance  cross  Tarquin  in  hia  flight; 
Devise  extremes  beyond  extremity, 
To  make  Lira  curse  this  cursed,  crimeful  night; 
Let  ghastly  shadows  his  lewd  eyes  affright; 


And  the  aire  thought  of  his  committed  evil. 
Shape  everv  bush  a  hideous,  shapeless  devil, 

'  Disturb  his  hours  of  rest  with  restless  truncea ; 
Afflict  him  in  his  bed  with  bedrid  groans ; 
Let  there  bechance  him  pitiful  mischances, 
To  make  him  moan,  but  pity  not  his  moans: 
Stone  him  with  harden'd  hearts,  harder  than  (tone*! 

»/iTirl  let  mild  women  to  him  lose  their  mildness. 
Wilder  to  him  than  tigers  in  their  wildness. 
Let  him  have  time  to  tear  his  curled  hair ; 
Let  him  have  time  against  himself  to  rave  ; 
Let  him  have  time  of  Time's  help  to  despair; 
Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave; 
Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  orts  to  crave; 
And  time  to  see  one  that  by  alms  doth  live. 
Disdain  to  him  disdained  scraps  to  give, 

'  Let  him  have  time  to  see  his  friends  his  foes, 
And  merry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort ; 
Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 
In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swift  and  short 
His  time  of  folly  and  his  time  of  sport : 
And  ever  let  his  unrecalling  '  crime 
Have  time  to  wail  the  abutting  of  Ids  time. 

*  0  Time,  thou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad, 
Tea.cn  me  to  curse  him  that  thou  tuught'at  this  ill] 

1  For  uurecallable. 


At  hia  own  shadow  let  the  thief  run  mad. 

Himself  himself  seek  every  hour  to  kill ! 

Such  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  s-hnuld 
spill: 
For  who  so  base  would  such  an  office  have 
As  slanderous  death's- man  to  so  base  a  slave  ? 

'  The  baser  is  he,  coming-  from  a  king. 
To  shame  his  hone  with  deeds  degenerate. 
The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honor'd,  or  begets  him  hate ; 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded,  presently  i 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  wlien  they  li 


"  The    crow    may    bat 


And  u 


his    coal-black 


iperceived  fly  with  the  filth  nway ; 
But  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire, 
The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 
Poor    grooms    are    sightless    night,    kings    glorijIM 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoe'er  they  fly. 
But  eagles  gazed  upon  with  every  eye. 


■  Out,  idle  words,  servants  to  shallow  fools  ! 
Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators ! 
Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools: 
Debate  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  debater*; 
To  trembling  clients  be  you  n 


t  argument  a  straw, 
is  past  the  help  of  law. 


m  1  rail  at  Opportunity, 
,t  Time,  at  Tarquin,  and  uncheerful  night ; 
In  vain  I  cavil  with  ray  infamy ; 
In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  confirm 'd  despite  ; 
This  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  uo  right. 
Tin-  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good. 
Is  to  let  forth  my  foul,  defiled  blood. 

*  Poor  hand,  why  quiver' st  thou  at  this  decree  ? 
Honor  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame  : 
For  if  I  die,  my  honor  lives  in  thee  ; 
But  if  I  live,  thou  livcst  in  ray  defame  : 
Since  thou  couldst  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame, 
And  wast  afeard  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe, 
Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  yielding  so,' 


This  said,  from  her  betumhled  couch  she  starteth. 
To  find  some  desperate  instrument  of  death  ; 
But  this  no  slaughter-house  no  tool  imparteth. 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath. 
Which,  thronging  through  her  lips,  so  vanisheth 
As  smoke  from  jEtna,  that  in  air  consumes. 
Or  that  which  from  discharged  cannon  furaet. 
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'  In  Tain,'  quoth  she,  '  I  live,  and  seek  in  mn 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 
[  fear'd  by  Tarquin's  falchion  to  be  slain, 
Vet  for  the  selfsame  purpose  seek  a  knife  : 
But  when  I  fear'd,  I  was  a  loyal  wife ; 
So  am  I  now.— O.  no,  that  cannot  be : 
Of  that  true  type  hath  Tarquin  rilled  me. 

•  0,  that  is  gone,  for  which  I  sought  to  live; 
And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die  : 
To  clear  this  spot  by  death,  at  least  I  give 

A  badge  of  fame  to  slander's  livery ; 

A  dying  life  to  living  infamy. 

Poor,  helpless  help,  the  treasure  stolen  away. 
To  burn  the  guiltless  casket  where  it  lay ! 

•  Well,  well,  dear  Collatine,  thou  shalt  not  know 
The  stained  taste  of  violated  troth  ; 

I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  affection  so. 
To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath  : 
This  bastard  graff  shall  never  come  to  growth ; 
He  shall  not  boast,  who  did  thy  stock  pollute. 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  fruit : 

'  Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought. 
Nor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  state ; 
But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stolen  from  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate  ; 

Ani  with,  my  trespass  never  will  dispense, 
'Illl  life  to  death  acquit  my  forced  offence. 
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Who,  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  naught  agretift. 
Old  woes,  not  infant  sorrows,  hear  them  mild  : 
Continuance  tames  the  one ;  the  other  wild, 
lake  an  unpractised  swimmer  plunging  still, 
With  too  much  labor  drowns  for  want  of  skill. 

So  she,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care, 
Holds  disputation  with  each  thing  she  views, 
And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare  : 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews ; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues : 

Sometime  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  no  word*  ; 

Sometime  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  affords. 

The  little  birds,  that  tune  their  morning's  joy. 
Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody : 
For  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy ; 
Sad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 
Grief  best  is  pleased  with  grief's  society. 
True  sorrow  then  is  feelingly  sufficed, 
When  with  like  semblance  it  is  sympathised. 

'Tis  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  shore ; 
He  ten  times  pines,  that  pines  beholding  food ; 
To  see  the  salve  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more ; 
Great    grief    grieves    most    at   that   would    dy   it 

good ; 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood. 

Who,  being  stopp'd,    the   bounding  banks  oYr- 

flows : 
Grief  dallied  with  nor  law  nor  limit  knowe. 


Ai-i   ■  t      - 


IU  thi  a*ra  cur 

'  And  for,  poor  bird,  them  -in  ;'- I  not  ii 
as  shaming  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark,  deep  desert,  seated  from  the 
That  knows  not  parching  heat  nor  freezing 
We  will  find  out;  and  there  we  will  unl 
To   creatures  item   aid   tunes. 

Since  men  prove  beaaU,  let  beasts 


As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  stands  at  gi 
Wildly  determining  which  way  to  fly 
Or  one  encompass'd  with  a  winding  n 
That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily; 
So  with  herself  is  she  in  mutiny, 
To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twai 
When  life  is  shamed,    and    Death 
debtor. 


1 1'o  kill  myself/   quoth  she ;    '  alack ! 

it. 
But  with  my  body  my  poor  soul's  pollutioaw 
They  that  lose  half,  with  greater  patienoaJb 
Thau  they  whose  whole  is  swallow'd  in  cart 
'J"!iat  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion,*** 
Who,  having  two  sweet  babes,  when  deal 

Will  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  dum 


i  death  I  murder  shameful  s 


My  shai 


f-Lem. 


'  Doar  lord  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  lost. 
What  legacy  shall  I  bequeathe  to  thee? 
My  resolution,  love,  -hull  he  thy  boast, 
By  whose  example  thou  revenged  mayst  he. 
How  Tarquin  must  he  used,  read  it  in  me  : 

Myself,  thy  friend,  will  kill  myself,  thy  foe; 

And,  for  my  sake,  serve  thou  false  Tarquin  sj. 

'  This  brief  abridgment  of  my  will  I  make  : — 

My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  ground; 

My  resolution,  husband,  do  thou  take; 

Mine  honor  be  the  knife's,  that  makes  my  wound ; 

Mv  tbunc  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound; 
And  all  my  fame  that  lives,  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 

■  Thou,  Collatine,  shalt  oversee  this  will: 
How  was  I  overseen  that  thou  shalt  see  it ! 
My  Diood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill 
My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life's  fair  end  shall  free  it. 
Faint  not,  faint  heart,  but  stoutly  say,  '  So  be  it," 
Yield  to  my  hand;  my  hand  shall  conquer  the^j 
Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be,' 

This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  had  laid. 

And  wiped  the  brinish  pearl  from  her  bricht  eyea. 
With  untuned  tongue  she  hoarsely  call'd  her  maid. 
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Grieving  themselves  to  guess  at  others'  smarts  i 
And  then  they  drown   their  eyes,   or  break   their 


i  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds, 
And  therefore  are  they  form'd  as  marble  will  : 
The  weak  oppress'd,  the  impression  of  strange  kinds 
Is  form'd  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  skill ; 
Then  call  them  not  the  authors  of  their  ill, 
No  more  than  wax  shall  be  accounted  evil, 
Wherein  is  atamp'd  the  semblance  of  a  devil. 

Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain. 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  thut  creep  : 
In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove,  remain 
Cave-keeping  evils  that  obscurely  sleep. 
Through  crystal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep  : 
Though  men   can   cover  crimes   with   bold,   stern 

Poor  women's  faces  are  their  own  fuults'  books.. 

No  man  inveigh  against  the  wither' d  flower. 
But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kill'd  I 
Not  that  devour'd,  hut  that  which  doth  devour, 
Is  worthy  blame.     0,  let  it  not  be  hild  < 
Poor  women's  faults,  that  they  are  so  fulfill'd 

With  men's  abuses  :   those  proud  lords,  to  blame, 
Make  weak-made  women  tenants  to  tfieir  til  a  me. 


Bv 


precedent  whereof  in  Lucrece  view, 
lil'il  by  niglit  with  circumstances  strong 
Of  present  death,  and  shame  that  migtit  ensue 
Bv  that  lier  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong: 
ueh  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 
That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread ; 
And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead  ? 


y  this,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lucrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining: 
"  My  girl,'  quoth  she,  '  on  what  occasion  break 
Those   tears  from   thee,  that  down  thy   cheeks   arc 

raining  ? 
"f  thou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustaining, 

KKnow,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  mood  i 
If  tears   could    help,    mine   own    would   do    uis 
good, 
iut   tell    me,    girl,   when   went ' — (and   there  she 
1  after  a  deep  groan)  '  Tarquin  from  hence  1 ' 
i.ladam,  ere  1  was  up,'  replied  the  maid; 

*  The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence : 
Yet  with  the  fault  1  thus  far  can  dispense  : — 

Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day  ; 
And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 

1  But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold, 
She  would  reouest  to  know  your  heaviness.' 

•  O,  pease  ! '  quoth  Lucrece  :  '  if  it  should  bt  told. 


The  repetition  cannot  make  it  lew ; 
For  more  it  is  than  I  can  well  express : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  call'd  a  hell* 

When  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  tell. 

'  Go,  get  me  hither  piper,  ink,  and  pen  : — 
Vet  save  that  labor,  for  I  have  them  here. 
What  should  I  say  r — One  of  my  husband's  men 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by  and  by,  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear : 

Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it ; 

The    cause    craves    haste,    and    it    will    soon    be 

Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  ta  write. 
First  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 
Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 
What  wit  sets  down,  ia  blotted  straight  with  will; 
This  is  too  curious-good,  this  blunt  and  ill: 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door, 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 


At  last  she  thus  begins  : — ■  Thou  worthy  lord 
Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeted)  thee, 
Health  to  thy  person  !   next  vouchsafe  to  afford 

■,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thou  wilt  see) 
Some  present  speed  to  come  and  visit  me  : 
So  [  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief: 
My    woes    are    tedious,    though    my    word* 
brief.' 


Here  folds  she  up  the  tenor  of  her  woe, 
Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 
By  this  short  schedule  Collatine  may  know 
Her  grief,  but  not  her  grief's  true  quality  : 

iShe  dares  not  thereof  make  discovery ; 
Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abuse, 
Ere  she  with  blood   had  staiu'd  her  stain'd.  ex- 


Besides,  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  passion 

She  hoards,  to  spend  when  he  is  by  to  hear  her ; 

When  sighs,   and   groans,   and   tears  may  grace  l'.:e 

fashion 
Of  her  disgrace,  the  better  so  to  clear  her 
From   that   suspicion   which   the   world   might  bear 


To  shun  this  blot,  she  would  not  blot  the  letter 
With    words,     till    action    might    become    then 




told; 
For  then  the  eye  interprets  to  the  ear 
The  heavy  motion  that  it  duth  behold. 
When  every  part  a  part  of  woe  doth  bear, 
'Tis  but  a  part  of  sorrow  that  we  hear: 

Deep   sounds    make   lesser    noise   than    shaft 

Ana    sorrow    ebbs,    being      blown  with    wind 


Her  letter  now  ia  seal'd,  and  on  it  writ. — 
■  At  Ardea,  to  my  lord,  with  more  than  haste : " 
T!ie  post  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  sour-faced  groom  to  hie  as  fast 
As  logging  fowls  before  the  northern  blast. 

Speed  more  than  speed  but  dull  and  slow   the 

Extremity  still  urgeth  such  extremes. 

The  homely  villein  '  courtesies  to  her  low  ; 
And  blushing  on  her,  with  a  steadfast  eye 
Receives  the  scroll,  without  or  yea  or  no. 
And  forth  with  bashful  innocence  doth  hie. 
But  they,  whose  guilt  within  their  bosoms  lie, 

Imagine  every  eye  beholds  their  I 

For  Lucrece  thought  he  blush'd  to  see  her  shame; 

When,  silly  groom  !    God  wot,  it  was  defect 
Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 
Such  harmless  creatures  have  a  true  respect 
To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saueilv 
Promise  more  speed,  but  do  it  leisurely  : 

Even  so,  this  pattern  of  the  v 

Pawn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gage. 

His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust, 

That  two  red  tires  in  both  their  faces  biased; 

Hhc  thought  he  blush'd,  as  knowing  Tarquin'g  lust. 


one  moug 


1,  blushing  wjlli  him,  wistly  '  on  him  gased; 
Her  earnest  eye  did  make  him  more  amazed: 

The  more  she  saw  the  blood  his  cheeks  replcnisl 
The   more   she    thought    he    spied   in   her  eom 
blemish. 

But  long  she  thinks  till  he  return  again. 
And  yet  the  duteous  vassal  scarce  is  gone. 
The  weary  time  she  cannot  entertain, 
For  now  'tis  stale  to  sigh,  to  weep,  and  groan. 
So  woe  hath  wearied  woe.  moan  tired  moan, 

tThat  she  her  plaints  a  little  while  doth  stay, 
Pausing  for  means  to  mourn  some  newer  way. 
t  last,  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 
OF  skilful  painting,  made  for  Priam's  Troy  j 
Before  the  which  is  drawn  the  power  of  Greece, 
For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy, 
Threatening  cloud -kissing  Ilion  with  annoy; 
Which  the  conceited1  painter  drew  so  proud. 
As  heaven,  it  seem'd,  to  kiss  the  turrets  how'd. 


A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 

In  scorn  of  Nature,  Art  gave  lifeless  life  : 

Many  a  dry  drop  seem'd  a  weeping  tear. 

Shed  for  the  slaughtered  husband  by  the  wife: 

The  red  blood  reek'd  to  show  the  painter's  strife ; 


And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  ashy  light*. 
Like  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 

There  might  you  see  the  laboring  pioneer 
Begrimed  with  sweat,  nod  smeared  all  with  dust  . 
And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loopholes  thrust, 
jazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lust. 

Such  sweet  observance  in  this  work  was  had, 
That  one  might  see  those  far-off  eyes  look  sad. 


In  great  commanders  grace  and  majesty 
You  might  behold,  triumphing  in  their  faces; 
In  youth,  quick  hearing  and  dexterity  ; 
And  here  and  there  the  painter  interlaces 
Pale  cowards,  marching  on  with  trembling  paces  ; 
Which  heartless  peasants  did  so  well  resemble, 
That   one  would  swear  he   saw  them   quake  and 
tremble. 

In  Ajax  and  Ulysses,  O,  what  art 

Of  physiognomy  might  one  behold  ! 

The  face  of  either  'cipher'd  either' s  heart ; 

Their  face  their  manners  most  expressly  told: 

In  Ajax'  eyes  blunt  rage  and  rigor  rull'd  ; 
But  the  mild  glance  that  sly  Ulysses  lent, 
Sliow'd  deep  regard  and  smiling  government. 

There  pleading  might  you  see  grave  Nehtor  staad. 
As  'twere  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  tight ; 


Making  such  sob 
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iat  it  lteeuiled  attention,  charm' d  the  sight. 
In  speech,  it  seem'd,  his  beard,  all  silver  white, 
Wagg'd  up  and  down  ;   and  from  his  lips  did  fly 
Thiu  winding  breath,  which  purl'U  up  to  the  sky, 

About  him  were  a  pre**  of  gaping  faces. 
Which  seem'd  to  swallow  up  his  sound  advice; 
All  jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces, 
As  if  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice; 
Some  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice ; 
The  scalps  of  many,  almost  hid  behind, 

jump  up  higher  seem'd,  to  mock  the  mind. 

one  man's  hand  lean'd  on  another's  head, 
Mis  no?e  being  sliadow'd  by  his  neighbor's  ear; 
Here  one,  being  throng'd,  bears  back,  all  bolleo ' 

and  red ; 
Another,  smother'd,  seems  to  pelt*  and  swear: 
And  in  their  rage  such  signs  of  rage  they  bear. 
As,  but  for  loss  of  Nestor's  golden  words, 
It  Beem'd  they  would  debate  with  angry  swordi.* 


For  much  imaginary  work  was  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  so  compact,  so  kind,1 
Tiiat  for  Achilles'  image  stood  his  spear. 
Griped  in  an  armed  hand  ;   himself,  behind. 
Was  left  unseen,  save  to  the  eye  of  mind: 


A  band.  a  Coot,  *  bee,  *  kg, 
Stood  for  the  whole  tc 


And  from  the  walls  at  (trcatg-besieged  Troy, 
When  their  brave  hope,  bold  Hector,  marcb/d  to 

■eU. 
Stood  many  Trtjan  mothers,  iharing  joy 
To  see  their  yoathful  soas  bright  weapons  wield  - 
And  to  their  hope  they  such  odd  action  yield. 
That,  through  their  light  joy,  teemed  to  appear 
Like  bright  things  staia'd,  a  kind  of  hear?  fear : 

And,  from  the  strond  of  Dardan,  where  they  fought. 
To  Siinois'  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran. 
Whose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
With  swelling  ridges ;  and  thtir  ranks  began 
To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  than  ' 
Retire  again,  till,  meeting  greater  ranks. 
They  join,  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Simois'  bank*. 

To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come. 
To  find  a  face  where  all  distress  is  steled  :  - 
Many  she  fees,  where  cares  have  carved  some; 
But  none,  where  ali  distress  nnd  dolor  dwcll'd, 
Till  she  despairing  Hecuba  beheld. 

Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eves. 
Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhus'  proud  foot  lies. 


1  A  form  of  ■  •Y.fh,'  frequently  usei  by  old  po»t»    F„r  ths 
me  at  tue  rsyme.  '  Written,  deputed. 
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In  her  the  painter  had  anatomised 
Time's  ruin,  beauty's  wreck,  and  grim  care's  reign : 
Her  cheeks  with  chaps  and  wrinkles  were  disguised; 
Of  what  she  was  no  semblance  did  remain  : 
Her  blue  blood,  changed  to  black  in  every  vein, 
Wanting  the  spring  that  those  shrunk  pipes  had 

fed, 
Show'd  life  imprison'd  in  a  body  dead. 

On  this  sad  shadow  Lucrece  spends  her  eyes. 
And  shapes  her  sorrow  to  the  beldam's  woes, 
Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries, 
And  bitter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  foes  : 
The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those  ; 

And  therefore  Lucrece  swears  he  did  her  wrong. 
To  give  her  so  much  grief,  and  not  a  tongue. 


it,'  quoth  she,  '  without  a  sound, 
I  'II  tune  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue  ; 
And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound  ; 
And  rail  on  Pyrrhus  that  hath  done  him  wrong; 
And    with    my    tears    quench    Troy,  that  burns   i 
long; 
And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyea 
Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  e 


•  Show  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir. 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear : 
Thj  heat  of  lust,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear; 
Thy  eye  kindled  the  tire  that,  burneth  here  : 
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And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye. 
The  aire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter  dio. 

'  Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
llccome  the  public  plague  of  many  mo  ? ' 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Llpon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so. 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe. 

For  one's  offence  why  should  so  many  fall. 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general? 

1  Lo,  here  weeps  Hecuha,  here  Priam  die?. 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swounds; 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  liea, 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  3  wounds, 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confounds. 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
Trov  had  been  bright  with  fame,  and  not  with 
fire.' 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes  : 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  bell, 
Unce  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes; 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell: 


So  Lu 


i -work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 


To  pencill'd  pensiveness  and  color'd  sorrow  • 

She  lends  them  words,  and   she   their  looks  doth 
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bile  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting,  i  maA, 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn,  she  doth-  lament: 
At  last,  she  sees  a  WFelirhed  imase  bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  ient: 
His  face,  though  full  of  cults,  yet  show  d  content : 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes. 
So  mild,  that  Patience  »eem'd  to  scum  his  woei. 


In  him  the  painter  lahor'd  with  his  skill 
To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmless  show 
Au  humble  gait,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  still, 
A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe; 
Cheeks,  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so, 
That  blushing-  red  no  guilty  instance  l  gave, 
Nor  ashy  pale  the  fear  tiiat  false  hearts  have  : 

But,  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devil, 
He  entertain'd  a  show  so  seeming  just. 
And  therein  so  ensconced-  Ills  secret  evil. 
That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust, 
False -creeping  craft  and  perjury  should  thrust 
Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-faced  storms. 
Or  blot  with  hell -born  sin  such  saintlike  forma. 


The  -well-skill'd  workman  this  mild  image  drew 
For  perjured  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 
The  credulous  old  Priam  after  slew ; 
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Whose    words,    like    wildfire,    burnt    the    shining 
glory 

Of  rich-built  liion,  that  the  skies  were  sorry, 
And  little  stars  shot  from  their  fixed  places. 
When  their  glass  fell,  wherein  they  view'd  mcir 

This  picture  she  advisedly1  perused, 
And  chid  the  painter  for  his  wondrous  skill ; 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon's  was  abused, 
So  fair  a  form  lodged  not  a  mind  so  ill ; 
And  still  on  him  she  gased  ;   and,  gazing  still. 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  phiin  face  she  spied, 
That  she- concludes  the  picture  was  belied. 

'  It  cannot  be,'  quoth  she,  '  that  so  much  guile  '- 

(She  would  have  said)  '  can  lurk  in  such  a  look  :' 
But  Tarquin's  shape  came  in  her  mind  the  while. 
And   from   her   tongue,   'can   lurk'   from   '  cancat* 

It  cannot  be  '  she  in  that  sense  forsook. 
And  tum'd  it  thus  :— '  It  cannot  be,  I  find, 
But  such  a  face  should  bear  a  wicked  mind : 

1  For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted. 
So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild. 
As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted. 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armed;  so  beguiled  ' 
With  outward  honesty,  hut  yet  defiled 


I,  guilefull)  cot*»<L 


TUB    HAPK    OF    LOCRBCK,  1 

With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  hira  did  cherish. 
So  did  I  Tarquin ;  bo  my  Troy  did  perish. 


? 


'Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  his  eyes, 

«  borrow'd  tears  that  Sinon  sheds. 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise  } 
For  every  tear  he  falls  a.  Trojan  bleeds  : 
His  eye  drops  fire :   no  water  thence  proceeds : 
Those  round,  clear  pearls  of  his,  that  move  I 

pity. 

Are  balls  of  quenchless  fire  to  burn  thy  city. 


Such  devils  steal  effects  from  lightless  hell; 
n  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold  ; 
And  in  that  cold,  hot-burning  fire  doth  dwell ; 
These  contraries  such  unity  do  hold. 
Only  to  flatter  fools,  and  make  tbem  bold  ; 

kHo  Priam's  trust  false  Sinon's  tears  doth  flutter, 
That   he   finds    means    to   burn   his   Troy    wit 
water.' 


Here,  all  enraged,  such  passion  her  assails, 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  her  breast  J 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest, 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest: 
At  last,  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er: — 
•Fool!  fool!'  quoth  Bhe  ;  '  his  wounds  will  I 
be  lore.' 
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Ai  through  an  arch  the  violent,  roaring  tide 
Outruns  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  hastt , 
Vet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  strait  that  forced  him  on  so  fast; 
Id  rage  sent  out,  recall' d  in  rnge,  being  past : 
Even  so  his  sighs,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw, 
To  push  grief  on,  and  back  the  same  grief  drawi 

Which  speechless  woe  of  his  poor  she  attended]. 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh  : — 
1  Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
Another  power:   no  flood  by  raining  slaketh. 
My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 
More  feeling- pai uf ul :  let  it  then  suffice 
To  drown  one  woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes : 

'  And  for  my  sake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  so. 
For  she  that  was  thy  Lucrece, — now  attend  me ; 
Be  suddenly  revenged  on  my  foe. 
Thine,  mine,   his   own;    suppose   thou   dost   defend 

From  what   is  past :  the  help  that  thou  glial t  lend 

Conies  all  too  late ;  yet  let  the  traitor  die : 
For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity. 

'  But  ere  I  name  him,  you,  fair  lords,"  quoth  she. 
Speaking  to  those  that  came  with  Collatine, 
'  Shall  plight  your  honorable  faiths  to  me. 
With  swift  pursuit  to  venge  this  wrong  01  nituc  1 
For  'tis  a  meritorious,  fair  design. 


--  —        -— 


J 
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To  chase  injustice  with  revengeful  arms  : 
Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies' 


At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition 
Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid. 
As  bound  in  knighthood  to  her  imposition, 
Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray 'd  :  ' 
But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said, 

The  protestation  stops.      '  O,  speak,'  quoth  she; 

■  How   may    this    forced    stain    be   wiped   from 


'  What  is  the  quality  of  mine  offence. 

Being  constrain'd  with  dreadful  circumstance? 

May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense, 

My  low-declined  honor  to  advance  ? 

May  any  terms  acquit  me  from  this  chance? 

The  poison'd  fountain  clears  itself  again  ; 

And  why  not  I  from  this  compelled  stain  ?' 

With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  say. 
Her  body's  stain  her  mind  untainted  clears; 
While  with  a  joylestt  smile  she  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map,  which  deep  impression  bears 
Of  hard  misfortune,  carved  in  it  with  tears. 

'  No,  no,'  quoth  she ;  *  no  dame,  hereafter  living, 
By  my  excuse  shall  claim  excuse's  giving." 
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Here,  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
She  throws  forth  Tarquin's  name :    '  He,  he,' 


her  poor  tongue  could   not 


Till,  after  many  accents  and  delays, 
i,  sick  and  ahcirt  a 


Untimely  bren things. 
She  utters  this :— ' 
That   guides  this  hand  to  gi 


fair  lords,  'tis  he, 

tills   wound    to 


Even  here  she  sheathed  in  her  harmless  breast 

A  harmful  knife,  that  thence  her  soul  unsheathed  ; 

That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deep  unrest 

Of  that  polluted  prison  where  it  breathed  : 

Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeathed 

Her   winged    sprite ;    and    through    her    wounds 
dotk  fly 

Life's  lasting  date  from  cancell'd  destiny. 

Stone-still,  astonish 'd  with  this  deadly  deed, 
Stood  Collatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew  ( 
Till  Lucrece'  father,  that  beholds  her  bleed. 
Himstlf  on  her  self-slaughter'd  body  threw ; 
And  from  the  purple  fountain  Brutus  drew 

The  murderous  knife ;   and  as  it  left  the  place. 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  chase; 

And  bubbling  from  her  breast,  it  doth  divide 
In  two  slow  rivers,  that  the  crimson  blood 


Circles  her  body  in  on  every  aide. 


Who  like  a  late-sack'd  island  vastly  '  stood. 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in  this  fearful  flood. 

Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  rcmain'd  ; 

And  some  look'd  black,  and   that  false   Tarq.il 


About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  tliat  black  blood,  a  watery  rigol 2  goes, 
Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place  : 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucrece'  woes, 
Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  shows  , 
And  blood  untainted  still  doth  red  abide, 
Blushing  at  that  which  is  so  putrefied. 

'  Daughter,  dear  daughter.'  old  Lucretius  cries, 
'  That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  hast  here  deprived. 
If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies, 
Where  shall  I  live,  now  Lucrece  is  unlived  } 
Thou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  derived. 
If  children  predecease  progenitors. 
We  are  their  offspring,  and  they  none  of  ours. 

'  Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 

In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new-born; 

But  now  tbnt  fair,  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  old. 

Shows  me  a  bareboned  death  by  time  outworn  ; 

O.  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  turn, 
And  shivei'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass, 
That  I  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 
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'  O   time,    cease    thou    thy    course,    and    last    a 

If  they  surcease  to  be,  that  should  survive. 

Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger. 

And  leave  the  faltering1,  feeble  souls  alive? 

The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive: 
Then  live,  sweet  Lucrece,  live  again,  and  see 
Thy  father  die,  and  not  thy  father  thee ! ' 

By  this  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream, 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place  ; 
And  then  in  key-cold  Lucrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  falls,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face. 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space  ; 

Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  his  breath, 
And  live,  to  be  revenged  an  her  death. 


The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  soul 
Hath  served  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue  ; 
Who,  mad  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control, 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long. 
Begins  to  talk  ;   but  through  his  lips  do  throng 

Weak   words,   so  thick  come,   in  his  poor  heart! 
aid. 

That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  he  said : 

Vet  sometime  Tarquin  was  pronounced  plain, 
But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tcre. 
This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain, 
Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide,  to  make  it  nont 
At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er. 


Then  son  and  father  weep  witli  equul  strife. 
Who  should  weep  moat  for  daughter  or  fur  wife. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  ether  his, 
Vet  wither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  soys,  '  She  's  mine.' — "  0,  mine  she  is,' 
Replies  her  husband  ;   '  do  not  take  away 
My  sorrow's  interest ;   let  no  mourner  say 
He  weeps  for  her ;  for  she  was  only  mine. 
And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  Collatine.' 

'  O,"  quoth  Lucretius,  '  I  did  give  that  life, 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  '  hath  spiU'd." 

*  Woe,  woe  ! '  quoth  Collatine  ;   '  she  was  my  wife ; 
I  owed  her,  and  'tis  mine  that  Bhe  hath  kill'iL' 

•  My    daughter ! '    and  '  My  wife  ! '    with   clamors 

fill'd 
The  dispersed  air,  who,  holding  Lucrece'  life, 
Answer'd  their  cries,  '  My  daughter  ! '  and 'My 

wife ! ' 


Brul 


tus,  who  pluck 'd  the  knife  from  Lucrece' 
Seeing  such  emulation  in  their  woe, 
Be^an  to  clothe  his  wit  in  state  and  pride, 
burying  in  Lucrece'  wound  his  folly's  show. 
He  with  the  Romans  was  esteemed  so 
As  silly-ieenng  ioiots  are  with  kines, 
For  sportive  words,  and  uttering  foolish 


ide. 
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But  now  he  throws  that  shallow  habit  bfi 

Wherein  deep  policy  did  him  disguise; 

And  arm'd  his  long-hid  wits  advisedly. 

To  check  the  tears  in  Cotlatinus'  eyes. 

1  Thou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,"  quoth  he,  '  aim  ■ 
Let  my  unsounded  self,  supposed  a  fool. 
Now  set  thy  long -experienced  wit  to  schooi. 

■  Why.  Collatine,  is  woe  the  cure  for  woe  ? 

iJo   wounds    help  wounds,   or   grief   help    grievous 

Is  it  revenge  to  give  thyself  a  blow. 
For  his  foul  net  by  whom  thy  fair  wife  bleeds  ? 
Such  childish  humor  from  weak  minds  proceeds  : 
Thy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so, 
To   slay   herself,    that    should    have    slain    her 

"  Courageous  Roman,  do  not  steep  thy  heart 
In  such  relenting  dew  of  lamentations ; 
But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part. 
To  rouse  our  Eoman  gods  with  invocations  ; 
That  they  will  suffer  these  abominations, 

(Since    Rome   herself  in   them   doth  stand  <)u>- 


i  from  forth  her  fair  itri'eu 


it  thft  will  suffer  ibex  al 
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',  by  the  Capitn!  that  we  adore ; 
And  by  Ibis  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stam'd ; 
Bv    heaven's    fair    sun,    that    breeds    the    fat 


By  all  out  country  rights  in  Hi 

And  by  chute  Lncrece*  soul,  that  late  compliiu'd 
Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife  ;- 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife.' 


This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast, 
And  kiss'd  the  fatal  knife  to  end  his  vow  ; 
And  to  his  protestation  urged  the  rest. 
Who,  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow : ' 
Then  jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  they  bow 
And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  before. 
He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

When  they  had  sworn  to  this  advised  doom, 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thence; 
To  show  her  bleeding  body  thorough  Rome, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence  : 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence. 
The  Komaiis  plausibly  ':  did  give  consent 
To  Tarquin's  everlasting  banishment. 
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fBhikspeara'a  Sonnet!  nera  entered  on  tb»  books  of 
Stttionen'  Company,  May  20th.  1009,  by  Thomas  i'ho 
who  prefind  the  following  dedication  :— '  To  the  only 
ir  of  these  ensuing  Sonnets,  Mr.  W.  H-,  all  happii 
and  thai  eternity  ^rumised   by  uur  ever-living  poet,  «  is 
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Fhom  fairest  creatures  we  desire  increase. 
That  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  die. 
But  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decease, 
His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory: 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 
Fecd'st  thy  light's  flame  with  self -substantial  fuel. 
Making  a  famine  where  abundance  lies. 
Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel, 


1M  sojumv 

zz. 

As  fist  as  thou  shalt  wane,  so  fast  thou  growest, 
In  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  fresh  blood,  which  youngly  thou  bestowesc 
Thou  mayst  call  thine,  when  thou  from  youth  con- 

vertest. 
Herein  lives  wisdom,  beauty,  and  increase ; 
Without  this,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay : 
If  all  were  minded  so,  the  times  should  cease. 
And  threescore  years  would  make  the  world  away. 
Let  those,  whom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  store.1 
Harsh,  featureless,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish : 
Look,  whom  she  best  endow'd,    she    gave   thee 

more; 
Which    bounteous    gift  thou   shouldst  in  bounty 
cherish : 
She  carved  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  thereby. 
Thou  shouldst  print  more,  nor  let  that  copy  die. 

XII. 

When  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the  time. 
And  see  the  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  night ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime, 
And  sable  curls  all  silver'd  o'er  with  white ; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves, 
Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd ; 


i  i.  e.  to  be  preserved  for  use. 


And  summer's  green  all  girded  up  in  sheaves, 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  bristly  beard  ; — 
Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make. 
That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go, 
Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake. 
And  die  as  fast  as  they  Bee  others  grow  ; 

And  nothing  'gainst  time's  scythe   can  make   de- 
fence, 

Save  breed,   to  brave  him  when    he  takes  thee 


O,  that  you  were  yourself!  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yours,  than  you  yourself  here  live  : 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare, 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give  : 
So  should  that  beauty,  which  you  hold  ia  lease. 
Find  no  determination  :   then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  yourself s  decease. 
When  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet   form   should 

Who  lets  so  fair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honor  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  day. 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold? 

O,    none    but  unthrifts! — Dear  my    love,   you 
know, 

You  had  a  father ;  let  your  sou  ny  to. 


Music  to  hear,  why  hear' at  thou  music  sadly?* 
Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy. 
Why  loves t    thou    that    which   thou   receives!   tat 

gladly  i 
Or  else  receives!  with  pleasure  thine  annoy? 
If  the  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds. 
By  unions  married,  do  offend  thine  ear. 
They  do  but  sweetly  chide  thee,  who  confounds 
In  singleness  the  parts  that  thou  shouldat  bear. 
Murk,  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another. 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering; 
Resembling  sire,  and  child,  and  happy  mother; 
Who,  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing  : 
Whose    speechless    song,    being    many, 

Thou  single    wilt   prove 


Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  stay 
Sets  you  most  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight. 
Where  wasteful  time  debateth  with  decay, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night; 
And,  all  in  war  with  time,  for  love  of  you. 
As  he  tnkes  from  you,  f  engraft  you  new. 


But  wherefore  do  not  you  a  mightier  way 
Make  war  upon  this  bloody  tyrant,  Time  ? 
And  fortify  yourself  in  your  decay 
With  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhyme  ? 
Now  stand  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hours  ; 
And  many  maiden  gardens,  yet  unset, 
With  virtuous  wish  would  bear  you  living  flowers 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  counterfeit:  ' 
So  should  the  lines  of  life  that  life  repair, 
Which  this.  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen, 
Neither  in  inward  worth,  nor  outward  fair,* 
Can  make  you  live  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 

To  give  away  yourself,  keeps  yourself  still ; 

And   you  must  live,   drawn  by   your   own   sweet 
skill. 


Whc  will  believe  my  verse  in  timn  to  come, 
ere  fill'd  with  your  most  high  deserts? 
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Though  yet.  Heaven  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb. 
Which  hides  your  life,  and  shows  not  half  your 

paits. 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes. 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces ; 
The  age  to  come  would  say,  this  poet  lies  ; 
Such  heavenly  touches  ne'er  touch 'd  earthly  facea. 
So  should  my  papers,  yellow 'd  with  their  age. 
Be  scorn'd,  like  old  men  of  less  truth  than  tongue  j 
And  your  true  rights  lie  term'd  a  poet's  rage, 
And  stretched  metre  of  an  antique  song : 

But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time, 
You  should  live  twice; — in  it,  and  in  my  rhyme. 


Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  ? 

Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate  : 

Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 

And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date  : 

Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 

And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd ; 

And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines. 

By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course,  untrimm'd  ; 

But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fole. 

Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest ; ' 

Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wander'st  in  his  snade. 

When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  gTowest. 


i  i.a.  ol  that  benntj  t! 


So  long  as  men  can  breathe,  or  eyes  c 
So  long  Uvea  this,  and  this  gives  life  t 


Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion's  paw". 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood; 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger's  jaws, 
And  burn  the  long-lived  phcenix  in  her  blood : 
Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons,  as  thou  ileet'st, 
And  do  whate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  sweets  ; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  moat  heinous  crime  -. — 
O,  carve  not  with  thy  hours  my  love's  fair  brow, 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen  : 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow, 
For  beauty's  pattern  to  succeeding  men. 

Vet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time  i  despite  thy  wrong, 
My  love  shall  in  my  verse  ever  live  young. 


A  woman's  face,  with  Nature's  own  hand  painted. 
Hast  thou,  the  master,  mistress  of  my  passion ; 
A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 
With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashion  ; 
An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  false  in  rolliny, 
Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth  ; 
A  man  in  hue  all  hues  in  his  controlling, 
Which    e  teals    men's     eyes,    and     women'*     son  la 
amazeth. 


And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  iirst  created  j 


Ti!l  Nature, 
And  bv  addil 
By  adding  or 


ig-ht  thee,  fell  a  dating: 
on  me  of  thee  defeated. 
;  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing, 
she    prick 'd    thee    out    for    wo  mi 


!  be  thy  love,  and  thy  love's 


So  is  it  not  with  me  as  with  that  Muse, 
Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verae ; 
Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use. 
And  every  fair  with  hia  fair  doth  rehearse  ; 
Making  a  couplement  of  proud  compare. 
With   sun   and   moon,    with    earth  and    set 


With  April's  first-born  flowers,  and  all  things  ra 
That  heaven's  air  in  this  huge  rondure  '  hems. 
O,  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write; 
And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  aa  fair 
As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bright 
As  those  gold  candles  fix'tl  in  heaven's  air. 

e  that  like  of  hearsay  well : 


I  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  n 


i.  nana,  careuniiireno*. 


My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old. 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date  ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  furrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiate. : 
For  ail  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee, 
Is  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart. 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  n 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art  ? 
O,  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary. 
As  I  not  for  myself  but  for  thee  will  ; 
Bearing  thy  hiart,  which  I  will  keep  so  cha; 
As  tender  nurse  her  babe  from  faring  ill. 
Presume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is  s 
Thou  gavest  me  thine,  not  to  give  back  ei 


As  an  unperfect  actor  on  the  stage, 

th  bis  fear  is  put  besides  his  part, 
i  fierce  thing  replete  with  too  much  r 

Whose     strength's    abundance     weakens     hi 

So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  forget  to  iay 

The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite ; 

And  in  mine  own  love's  strength  seem  to  (ttt 

O'ercharged  with  burthen  of  mine  own  love's 
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O,  let  my  books  be  then  tbe  eloquence 
And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speaking  breast ; 
Who  plead  lor  love,  and  look  for  recompense. 
More   than   that   tongue   that   more  hath   more  e»« 

O,  learn  to  read  what  silent  love  hath  writ : 
To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  to  love's  fine  wit. 


Mine  eye  hi,th  play'd  tlie  painter,  and  hath  steel 'd 
Thy  beauty's  form  in  table  of  my  heart : 
My  body  is  the  frame  wherein  'tis  held, 
And  perspective  it  is  best  painter's  art: 
For  through  tbe  painter  must  you  see  his  skill. 
To  find  where  your  true  image  pictured  lies, 
Which  in  my  bosom's  shop  is  hanging  still, 
That  hath  his  windows  glazed  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  see  what  goud  turns  eyes  for  eyes  have  done  t 
Mine  eyes  have  drawn  thy  shape,  and  thine  f-jr  ms 
Are  windows  to  my  breast,  where-through  the  sua 
Delights  to  peep,  ti  gaze  therein  on  thee  : 

Vet  eyes  this  canning  want  to  grace  their  art ;  — 
They  draw   but   what   they    Bee,    know    not    the 


Let  those  who  are  in  favor  with  their  stirs. 
Of  public  honor  and  proud  titles  boast ; 
Whilst  J,  whom  Fortune  of  such  triumph  ban, 
Unlook'd-for  joy  in  that  '  honor  most. 


Great  princes'  favorites  their  fair  leaves  spread, 
But  as  the  marigold  at  the  sun's  eye ; 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  buried; 
Fjr  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die. 
The  painful  warrior  famoused  for  fight, 
After  a  thousand  victories  once  foil'd, 
Is  from  the  book  of  honor  rased  quite. 
And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toil'd  : 

kThen  happy  I,  that  love  and  am  beloved, 
Where  I  may  not  remove,  nor  be  removed. 


Lord  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit, 

To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage, 

To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit : 

Duty  so  great,  which  wit  so  poor  as  mine 

May  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  show  it  j 

But  that  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thine 

In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it : 

Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving, 

Points  on  me  graciously  with  fair  aspect, 

And  puts  apparel  on  my  tatter'd  loving, 

To  show  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect : 

Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee ; 

Till  then,  not  show  my  head  where  thou  ihhtM 


Weary  with  toil,  I  h 
The  dear  r 


me  to  my  bed. 
a  with  travel  tirpd  ; 


r  repose  f 
But  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head, 
To  work  my  mind,  when  body's  work  'a  expired  ; 
For  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide) 
Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee, 
And  keep  my  drooping  eyelids  open  wide, 
Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  see  : 
Save  that  my  soul's  imaginary  sight 
Presents  thy  shadow  to  my  sightless  view, 
Whieh,  like  a  jewel  hung  in  ghastly  night, 
Makes    black    night    beauteous,    and    her    old    face 

Lo,  thus,  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind. 
For  thee,  and  for  myself,  no  quiet  find. 


How  can  I  then  return  in  happy  plight. 
That  am  debarr'd  the  benefit  of  rest ; 
When  day's  oppression  is  not  eased  by  night, 
But  day  by  night,  and  night  by  day  oppress'd  ? 


And  each,  though 


Doi 


shake  hands  ti 


sign. 


llie  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 

How  far  I  toil,  stili  farther  off  from  thee. 

I  tell  the  day,  to  please  him,  thou  art  bright, 

And    dost    him    grace    when    clouds    da    blot   the 


So  flatter  I  the  i  wart  -com  plexion'd  night; 

When  sparkling  stars  twire '   not,   thou  gild'st  the 

But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  sorrows  longer. 
And  night  doth  nightly  make  grief's  length  seem 


When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 

I  all  elone  beweep  my  outcast  state, 

And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries, 

And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fate, 

Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 

Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possess'd, 

Desiring  this  man's  art,  and  that  man's  scope, 

With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least; 

Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising, 

Haply  I  think  on  thee  ;  and  then  my  state. 

Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising 

From  sullen  earth,  sings  hymns  at  heaven's  gate  : 

For    thy    sweet    love    remember 'd,   such    wealth 
brings. 

That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  with  nine's. 


When  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought 
I  summon  up  rumembrance  of  things  past. 
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I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought. 

And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's  waste  i 

Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  flow. 

For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night. 

And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since  canceii'd  woe. 

And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish 'd  sight  i 

Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone. 

And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 

The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan, 

Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before : 

But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend. 
All  losses  are  restored,  and  sorrows  end. 


Thy  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearts. 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead  ; 
And  there  reigns  love,  and  all  love's  loving  parti. 
And  all  those  friends  which  I  thought  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  '  tear 
Halli  dear  religious  love  stolen  from  mine  eye. 
As  interest  of  the  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  removed,  that  hidden  in  thee  He  ! 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  live. 
Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone, 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone. 

Their  images  I  loved  I  view  in  tliec; 

And  thou,  oil  they,  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 


Fi 


If  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day, 

When   that   cliurl  Death   my  hones  with  dust  Eh; 

And  ahalt  by  fortune  once  more  resurvey 
These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover ;  — 
Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time; 
And  though  they  be  outstripp'd  by  every  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  nut  for  their  rhyme, 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 
O,  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought: — 
1  Had   my   friend's   Muse   grown  with   this  growii 

A  dearer  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought. 
To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage : 

But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove, 
Theirs  for  their  style  I  '11  rend,  his  for  his  love.' 


'ull  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  greeu. 
Gilding  pule  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  '  on  his  celestial  face, 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide, 
seen  to  west  with  this  dh-grace: 


a  did  t 


mphant  splendor  on  my  brow  i 


With  all  ti 

But,  out,  alack  !  he  was  hut  one  hour  n 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  m 
Vet  liim  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdai 
Suns  of  the  world  may  stain,  when   bet 
staineth. 


Why  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day, 
And  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak. 
To  let  baBe  clouds  o'ertake  me  in  my  way. 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke? 
Tis  not  enough  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break, 
To  dry  the  rain  on  my  Btorm-beaten  face, 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak. 
That  heala  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  disgrace; 
Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief; 
Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  still  the  loss : 
The  offender's  Borrow  lends  but  weak  relief 
To  him  that  bears  the  strong  offence's  cross. 

Ah!   but  those  tears  are  pearl  which    thy  love 
sheds; 

And  they  are  rich,  and  ransom  all  ill  deed;. 


No  more  be  grieved  at  that  which  tliou  hast  done  i 
Roses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud : 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun, 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  ii 


men  matte  faults,  ami  even  1 
honsing  thy  trespass  with  c< 
yself  corrupting,  salving  thy  a 
xeusing  thy  sing  more  than  thy  sins 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  in  sei 
(Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate) 
Anil  'gainst  myself  a  lawful  plea 
luch  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate. 
That  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thief,  which  sourly  robs  from  n 


nfess  that  we  two  must  be  twain. 
Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one  : 
So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remain. 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  hives  there  is  but  one  respect. 
Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite  ; 1 
Which,  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect, 
Vet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  delight, 
1  may  not  evermore  acknowlege  thee, 
Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame  ; 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honor  me. 
Unless  thou  take  that  honor  from  thy  name : 


.  making  the  excuse  more  than  proportioned  to  (be 
.  a  cruel   fate,  thtt  spitefully  separates  us   from  each 
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Bat  do  not  m>  :  I  lore  thee  in  saeh  east. 

As  thou  being  mine,  nine  is  thy  good  report. 


As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 

To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth; 

So  I,  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest1  spire* 

Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and.  truth ; 

For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit. 

Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more, 

Entitled  in  thy  parts  *  do  crowned  sit, 

I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store : 

So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despised. 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give, 

That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  sufficed. 

And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 

Look  what  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee : 
This  wish  I  have ;  then  ten  times  happy  me ! 

XXXVIII. 

How  can  my  Muse  want  subject  to  invent, 

While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 

Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 

For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  ? 

O,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  mc. 

Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  thy  sight , 


1  Most  inveterate. 

*  i.  e.  haviug  a  claim  or  title  to  thy  parti. 


. 


For  who's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  tliee. 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  ? 
Be  thou  the  tenth  Muse,  ten  limes  mure  in  WMth 
'Ihan  those  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocate ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 

If  my  slight  Muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 

The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise. 


O.  how  tlty  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing, 

When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  ? 

What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring  } 

And  what  is 't  but  mine  own,  when  I  praise  thee  ? 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  siogle  one  ; 

That  by  this  separation  1  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deservest  alone. 

0  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  prove, 

Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 

To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love, 

Which    time    and    thoughts     so    sweetly   doth    de  i 

And  that  thou  teachfet  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain  1 


Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea,  take  them  all; 
What  hast  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadst  before  ? 


No  love,  my  love,  that  thou  mayst  true  We  coBj 
AH  mine  was  thine,  before  thou  hadst  this  more. 
Then,  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  receive* t, 
I  cannot  blame  thee,  for  my  love  thou  usest; 
But  yet  be  blamed,  if  thou  thyself  deceives! 
By  wilful  taste  of  what  thyself  refusest. 
1  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief, 
Although  thou  steal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 
And  yet  love  knows,  it  i*  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate'*  known  injury. 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows. 
Kill  me  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 


Those  petty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits, 
When  I  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  heart. 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  years  full  well  befits. 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won; 
Beauteous  tliou  art,  therefore  to  he  assail'd : 
And  when  a  woman  woos,  what  woman's  son 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevail'd  ? 
Ah  me  !  but  yet  thou  migbtst,  my  sweet,  forbew. 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth. 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  then  art  forced  to  break  a  twofold  truth; 
Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  theei 
J'hine,  by  thy  beauty  being  false  to  me. 


Thi 
Al 
Lot 

Am 
Sui 


That  thou  bast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief; 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  loved  her  dearly : 

That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief ; 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 

Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excuse  ye : — 

doat   love   her,   because   thou  knew'st   I  lo 


,nd  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  me, 
Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 
If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain ; 
And  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  that  loss  ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain, 
And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross  : 
But  here  's  the  joy ;   my  friend  and  [  are  one  : 
Sweet  flattery  !   then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 


When  most  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see, 
For  all  the  day  they  view  things  unrespected  !  ' 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreama  they  look  on  thee, 
And,  darkly  bright,  are  bright  in  dark  directed. 
Then    thou,   whose   shadow    shadows    doth    mVkO 

How  would  thy  shadow's  form  form  happy  show 


To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light. 
When  to  unseeing  eyeB  thy  (hade  shines  so  s 
How  would,  I  say.  mine  eyes  be  blessed  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day  ; 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperfect  shade 
Through  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay  ? 

All  days  are  nights  to  see,  till  1  see  thee ; 

And  nights,  bright  days,   when   dreams   do   show 


If  the  dull  substance  of  my  flesh  were  thought, 
Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way  ; 
For  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thou  dost  stay. 
No  matter  then,  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  farthest  earth  removed  from  thee  s 
For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land, 

s  think  the  place  where  he  would  be. 
But,  ah  !   thought  kills  me,  that  I  am  not  thought. 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone  ; 
But  that,  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought,1 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  mv  moan  ; 
Receiving  naught,  by  elements  so  slow. 
But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  either' a  woe : 


juglilv  compounded  of  lb*»  P 


The  other  two,  slight  air  and  purging  fire, 

Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide; 

The  first  my  thought,  the  other  my  desire; 

These  present- absent  with  swift  motion  slide; 

For  when  theae  quicker  elements  are  gone 

In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee, 

My  life,  being1  made  of  four,  with  two  alone 

Sinks  down  to  death,  oppressed  with  melancholy; 

Until  life's  composition  be  recured 

By  those  swift  messengers  return 'd  from  thee, 

Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 

Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  rne  r 

This  told,  I  joy ;   but  then  no  longer  glad. 

I  send  them  back  again,  and  straight  grow  sad. 

JELVI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war. 

How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  Bight ; 

Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  picture's  sight  would  bar. 

My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right. 

My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie, 

A  closet  never  pierced  with  crystal  eyes  ; 

But  the  defendant  doth  that  plea  deny. 

And  says  in  him  thy  fair  appearance  lies. 

To  'cide  this  title  is  impannelled 

A  quest  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart; 

And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 

The  clear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heart'*  put; 


As  thus ; — Mine  eye's  due  is  thine  outward  put, 
And  my  heart's  right  thine  inward  lore  of  heart. 


Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took. 

And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other : 

When  that  mine  ere  is  famish'd  for  a  look. 

Or  heart  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doth  smother, 

With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  feast. 

And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart: 

Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  heart's  guest. 

And  in  his  thoughts  of  love  doth  share  a  part ; 

So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love. 

Thyself  away  art  present  still  with  me  ; 

For  thou    not    fartiier    than    my    thoughts    caiu 

And  I  am  still  with  them,  and  they  with  thee  ; 
Or,  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight. 


How  careful  was  I,  when  I  took  my  way. 
Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust, 
That,  to  my  use,  it  might  unused  stay 
From  hands  of  falsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  trust ! 
But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are. 
Most  worthy  comfort,  now  ray  greatest  grief  i 
Thou,  best  of  dearest,  and  mine  only  care. 
Art  left  tne  prey  of  every  vulgar  thief. 


e  have  I  not  loclt'd  up  in  any  chest. 
Save  where  thou  art  not,  though  I  feel  thou  art. 
Within  the  gentle  closure  of  my  breast, 
From    whence    at    pleasure    thou   mayst    come 

And  evea  thence  thou  wilt  be  stolen  I  fear, 
For  truth  proves  thievish  for  a  prize  so  dear. 


W 


gainst  that  time,  if  ever  that  time  come, 
I  shall  see  thee  frown  on  my  defects, 
Whenaa  thy  love  hath  cast  his  utmost  sum, 
Call'd  to  that  audit  by  advised  respects ; — 
Against  that  time,  when  thou  shalt  strangely  pass. 
And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  sun,  thine  eye  ;— 
When  love,  converted  from  the  thing  it  was, 
Shall  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity ; — 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  l  me  here 
Within  the  knowlege  of  mine  own  desert, 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  upiear, 
To  guard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  part: 

To  leave  poor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of  iaw 
Since,  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  cause. 


low  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way, 

V'bpn  what  I  seek, — my  weary  travels'  end. — 

1  Foititj. 
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Doth  teach  that  ease  and  that  repoae  to  say, 

'  Thus  far  the  miles  are  measured  from  thy  friend! 

The  beast  that  hears  me,  tired  with  my  woe, 

1'loda  dully  on,  to  hear  that  weight  in  me; 

As  if  by  some  instinct  the  wretch  did  know 

Hia  rider  loved  not  speed,  being  made  from  thee: 

The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  htm  on. 

That  sometimes  anger  thrusts  inlo  his  hide. 

Which  heavily  he  answers  with  a  groan, 

More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side  ; 

For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind  ;— 
My  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 


Thus  can  my  love  excuse  the  flow  offence 

Of  my  dull  hearer,  when  from  thee  I  speed  : 

From    where     thou     art    why    should    1    haste    me 

thence  ? 
Till  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excuse  will  my  poor  beast  then  find. 
When  swift  extremity  can  seem  but  slow? 
Then  should  1  spur,  though  mounted  on  the  wind  ; 
In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know; 
Then  can  no  horse  with  my  desire  keep  pace ; 
Therefore  desire,  of  perfect  love  being  made, 
Shall  neigh  (no  dull  flesh)  in  his  fiery  race  : 
But  love,  for  love,  thus  shall  excuse  mv  inde  — 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilfnlidow, 
Towards  thee  I  '11  run,  and  give  him  lr-»»e  to  go. 


So  am  1  as  the  rich,  whose  blessed  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  sweet  unlocked  u 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  survey, 
For  blunting  the  fine  point  of  seldom  pleasure. 
Therefore  are  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare, 
Since  seldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  set  ; 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thinly  pluced  are. 
Or  captain  '  jewels  in  the  carcanet.' 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you.  as  my  chest, 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  the  robe  doth  hide, 
To  make  some  special  instant  special- bless' d. 
By  new  unfolding  his  imprisou'd  pride. 

k   Blessed  are  you,  whose  worthiness  gives  scope ; 
Being  had,  to  triumph ;  being  lack'd,  to  hope. 


What  is  your  substance,  whereof  are  you  made. 
That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  yon  lend  r 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade; 
And  you,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit s 
Is  poorly  imitated  after  you  -, 
Oa  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set, 
Atd  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new  : 


Speak  of  the  spring,  and  foiaon  '  of  the  year; 
The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show. 
The  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear, 
And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 

In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part; 

But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  Ticart. 


O,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem, 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give! 

The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem 

For  that  sweet  odor  which  doth  in  it  live. 

The  canker-blooms  °  have  full  as  deep  a  die, 

As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  the  roses ; 

Hang-  on  such  thorns,  and  play  as  wantonly. 

When    summer's   breath    their    masked     buds     dis- 

But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show; 
They  live  unwoo'd,  and  unrespected  fade  ; 
Die  to  themselves.     Sweet  roses  do  not  su : 
Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odors  made : 

And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth; 

When  that  shall  fade,   my  verse    diitils    your 
truth.  c 


ic  blossoms  of  the  ranker-raee,  or  dog-vOM. 


Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme  ; 

But  you  shall  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unswept  stone,  hcsmear'd  with  sluttish  time. 

When  wasteful  war  shall  statues  overturn, 

And  broils  root  out  the  work  of  masonry. 

Nor  Mars  his  sword  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  bum 

'  he  living  record  of  your  memory. 

'Gainst  death  and  all -oblivious  enmity 

Shall   jou   pace  forth;   your   praise   shall    still    find 

Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity, 

I  That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 
You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyei. 


Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force ;   be  it  not  *aid, 
£%  edge  should  blunter  be  than  appetite. 
Which  but  to-day  by  feeding  U  allay 'd. 
To-morrow  sharpen 'd  in  his  former  might : 
™*  love.  be  thou ;  although  to-d*y  thou  fill 
rhy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  tb**7   wi,lk  with  fnlat*' 
To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  k.U 
l  he  .pirit  of  ,ove  ^  a  perpetM^  dt>lne«. 

Wh,ch  P«i  the  shore,  where    ««»  e 


jniracl*d-ne« 


Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore, 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before  ; 
In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 
Naf>ity,  once  in  the  main  *  of  light. 
Crawl?  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crowu'd. 
Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight ; 
And  time  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  the  florish  set  on  youth. 
Arid  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow  ; 
Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 
And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow  : 
And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shall  stand. 
Praising  thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 


Is  it  thy  will,  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  ? 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken. 
While  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight  ? 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  thee 
So  far  from  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry  ; 
To  find  out  shames  and  idle  hours  in  me. 
The  scope  and  tenor  of  tby  jealousy  ? 


13. 

)   no:  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great; 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake  : 

n  true  love  that  dc;th  my  rest  defeat. 
io  piny  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake  : 

s  watch  1,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  ebt 


From  n 


far  off,  with  other*  all-t 


n  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye, 
And  all  my  soul,  and  all  my  every  part ; 
And  for  this  sin  there  Is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 
Methinks  no  face  so  gracious  '  is  as  mine. 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account  ; 
And  for  myself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount. 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  ir.deed, 
Beated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity. 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read : 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 

Tia  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself  I  (omc. 

Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  tby  tan: 


pinst  my  love  shall  be.  >;  1  nu  or 
Vkii  time's  injurious  hand  cnritiftai 


When  hours   have   drain'd    I 


iill  d   hia 


i*!i  lin 


i  and  wrinkles ;   when  his  youthful  mnru 
H».th  'ravell'd  on  to  age's  st.-epy  night ; 
And  all  those  beauties,  whereof  now  he  'b  king. 
Are  vanishing  or  vanbh'd  out  of  sight, 
Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring ; — 
For  such  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 
Against  confounding  age's  cruet  knife. 
That  he  shall  never  cut  from  memory 
My  sweet  love's  beauty,  though  ray  lover's  life. 

His  beauty  shall  in  these  black  lines  be  seen  ; 

And  they  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  still  green. 


When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defaced 
The  rich-proud  cost  of  outworn  buried  age  ; 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-rased. 
And  brass  eternal,  slave  to  mortal  rage  ; — 
When  I  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  shore. 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  watery  main, 
Increasing  store  with  loss,  and  loss  with  store  ; — 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchange  of  state. 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay ; — 
ltnin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate  ; — 
That  ticce  will  come,  and  take  my  love  away. 

This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  c'qooh 
Out  weep  to  have  that  which  it  feus  to  lose. 


t  brass. 


biiutidless 


id  mortality  o'ersways  their  power: 
with  this  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 
ie  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower? 
',  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 
Against  the  wreclcful  siege  of  battering  days, 
When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 
Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  time  decays? 
O  fearful  meditation  !   where,  alack ! 
Shall  time's  best  jewel  from  time's  chest  lie  hid  ? 
Or    what    strong    hand    can    hold     bis     swift     foot 

back? 
Or  who  bis  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  r 

O.  none  ;   unless  this  miracle  have  might  s — 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shine  bright. 


Tired  with  all  these,  for  restful  death  I  cry : — 
As,  to  bebold  desert  a  beggar  horn, 
And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  jollity. 
And  purest  faith  unhappily  forsworn, 
And  gilded  honor  shamefully  misplaced, 
And  maiden  virtue  rudely  strumpeted, 
And  right  perfection  wrongfully  disgraced. 
And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled. 
And  art  made  tongue-tied  by  authority. 
And  folly  (doctor-  like;  controlling  skill. 


And  simple  truth  miscall'd  simplicity. 
And  captive  good  attending  captain  ill : 

Tired    with    all    these,    liom    these    would 
g-KKfc 

Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  ray  love  alone. 


All !  wherefore  with  infection  should  lie  live, 
And  with  his  prepuce  grace  impiety. 
That  sin  by  him  advantage  should  achieve, 
And  lace  '  itself  with  liis  society  ? 
Why  should  Inlsc  painting  imitate  his  cheek, 
And  steal  dead  seeing  of  his  living  hue  ? 
Why  should  poor  beauty  indirectly  seek 
Roses  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  ? 
Why  should  he  live,  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 
Beggar'd  of  blood  to  blush  through  lively  veins  ? 
For  she  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  bis  ; 
And,  proud  of  many,  lives  upon  his  gains. 

O.  him  she  stores,  to  Bhow  what  wealth  she  bad. 
In  days  long  since,  before  these  last  so  bad. 


Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  outworn. 
When  beauty  lived  and  died,  as  flowers  do  now. 
Before  these  bastard  signs  of  fair  were  borne. 
Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  living  brow; 


e  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead. 
The  right  of  sepulchres,  were  shorn  away. 
To  live  a  second  life  on  second  head. 
Ere  beauty'*  dead  fleece  made  another  gay  : 
In  liim  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seen, 
Without  all  ornament,  itself,  and  true, 
Makirig  no  summer  of  another's  green. 
Robbing  ao  old  to  dress  his  beauty  new; 

kAnd  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  store, 
To  show  false  art  ■what  beauty  was  of  yon 


Those  parts  of  thee  that  the  world's  eye  doth  view, 
Want   nothing   that   the    thought    of    hearts    cur 

mend: 
All  tongues  (the  voice  of  souls)  give  thee  tlmt  due. 
Uttering  bare  truth,  even  ao  as  foes  commend. 
Thine  outward  thus  with  outward  praise  ia  crown'd 
But  those  same  tongues  that  give  thee  so  thine  owe 
In  other  accents  do  this  praise  confound, 
By  seeing  farther  than  the  eye  hath  shown. 
They  look  into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind. 
And  that,  in  guess,  they  measure  by  thy  deeds ; 
Then  (churls)   their    thoughts,  although  their  eye* 

were  kind. 
To  thy  fair  flower  add  the  rank  smell  of  weeds  : 

But  why  thv  odor  matcheth  not  thy  show. 

The  solve'  is  this  ; — that  »hou  dost  common  grow 


That  thou  art  blamed  shall  not  be  thy  defect. 


A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  sweetest  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approve 
Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  woo'd  of  time ; 
For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buda  doth  love, 
And  thou  present's!  a  pure,  unstained  prime. 
Thou  hast  pass'd  by  the  ambush  of  young  days. 
Either  not  assail'd,  or  victor  being  charged  ; 
Yet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise, 
To  tie  up  envy,  evermore  enlarged  : 

If  some  suspect  of  ill  mask'd  not  thy  show. 

Then    thou    alone    kingdoms    of   hearts   shouldrt 


No  longer  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead. 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly,  sullen  bell 
Give  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
From  this  vile  world,  with  vilest  worms  to  dwell  i 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  nut 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  for  I  love  you  so. 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot, 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woe. 
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O,  if  (I  say)  you  look  upon  this  verse. 
When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  clay, 
I>o  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehear* r.  • 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay  - 

I. est  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  turnm. 

And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  arn  gor**. 

LXXIX. 

O,  lest  the  world  should  task  vou  to  r**;it* 
What  merit  lived  in  me,  that  you  tboulc  *<»?« 
After  my  death, — dear  love,  for£«rt  m*  ijuiu 
F">r  you  in  me  can  nothing  worthy  pt*j\* 
Unless  vou  would  devwt  som*:  virtuous  U* 
To  do  more  for  me  than  uiim  owij  <J«**f" 
And  hang  more  prai«e  uyjrt  4&**u*rf  J 
Tiaa  z.lzz*rd  truth  wA*i  wlliiuglv  itupirr 
O.  I**t  To;r  tru*  lore  rc**r  m*w.  la***  it   tu< 

A.-.i  ..t»  n:,  n '.r*  v*  ti*aA  iior  a**  !*•••  r*- 
J-.r  T  ».*i  \:.xz.*r.  vt  rain*.  wIjk;-    i  - 

TYi-  -.r.i»  :f  j«:r  tuo*.  tins?*; 


as  the  sun  is  daily  new  and  old. 
8  my  love  sliil  telling  what  is  told 


Thy  glass  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  wear. 
Thy  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  waste ; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  new. 
And  of  this  hook  '  this  learning  roayst  thou  lastb. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  truly  show. 
Of  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory ; 
Thou  hy  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  roayst  know 
Time's  thievish  progress  to  eternity. . 
Look,  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain. 
Commit  to  these  waste  blanks ;   and  thou  shalt  fiud 
Those  children  nursed,  dcliver'd  from  thy  brain, 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mind. 
These  offices,  so  oft  as  thou  wilt  look, 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  thy  book. 


Ho  oft  have  I  invoked  thee  for  my  Muse, 
And  found  such  fiiir  assistance  in  my  versi 
As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use. 
And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 


1  Sleevens  observes  (hot  tbis  sonnet  was  probably  dCEijnwl 
to  accompany  >  prescnr  of  :i  bonk  consisting  of  blank  paper; 
and  MtJone  adds,  that  we  learn  from  Sonnet  cxiii.  th»J 
Shakspenre  receiTed  a  table-booii  from  his  Iriond. 
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Ihine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing, 
And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fly. 
Have  added  feathers  to  the  learned'*  wing. 
And  given  grace  a  double  majesty. 
Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  which  I  compile. 
Whose  influence  is  thine,  and  born  of  thee  : 
In  others'  works  thou  dost  but  mend  the  style, 
And  arts  with  thy  sweet  graces  graced  be  : 
But  thou  art  all  my  art,  and  dost  advance 
As  high  as  learning  my  ruds  ignorance. 


lilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid, 
My  verse  alone  had  all  thy  gentle  grace  ; 
But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decay'd, 
And  my  sick  Muse  doth  give  another  place. 
I  grant,  sweet  love,  thy  lovely  argument 
Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen ; 
Vet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent. 
He  robs  thee  of,  and  pays  it  thee  again. 
He  lends  thee  virtue,  and  he  stole  that  word 
From  thy  behavior :  beauty  doth  be  give. 
And  found  it  in  thy  cheek;  be  can  afford 
No  praise  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 

Then   thank    him   not   for    that    which    he    dm 
say, 

Since  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyself  do«  pay. 


O.  how  I  faict  when  I  of  you  do  write, 
Knowing  a  better  spirit '  doth  use  your  name. 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  bis  might. 
To  make  me  tongue-tied,  speaking  of  your  fame  ! 
But  since  vour  worth,  wide  as  the  ocean  is. 
The  humble  as  the  proudest  sail  doth  bear. 
My  saucy  bark,  inferior  far  to  his. 
On  your  brunt]  main  doth  wilfully  nppear. 
Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat. 
Whilst  he  upon  your  soundless  deep  doth  ride; 
Or,  being  wreck'd,  I  am  a  worthless  boat ; 
He  of  tall  building,  and  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  1  be  cast  away. 
The  worst  was  this  ; — my  love  was  my  decay. 


Or  I  shall  live  your  epitaph  to  make, 
Or  you  survive  when  I  in  earth  am  rotten  ; 
From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take. 
Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotten. 
Vour  name  from  hence  immortal  life  shall  have. 
Though  1,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die  ■ 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave. 
When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 
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t  shall  be  my  gentle  verse, 
Which  eyea  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read; 
And  tongues  to  he,  your  being  shall  rehearse. 
When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead  : 

kYou  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen) 
Where  breath  most  breathes,— even  in  the  mouthi 
of  men. 


I  grant,  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  Muse, 
And  therefore  mayst  without  attaint  o'er  look 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 
Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book. 
Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowlege  as  in  hue, 
Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise; 
And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 
Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time -bettering  days. 
And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devised 
What  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend, 
Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympathised 
In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true-telling  friend; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  used 
Where  cheeks  need  blood  ;  in  thee  it  is  abused. 


I  never  saw  that  you  did  painting  need, 
And  therefore  to  your  fair1  no  painting  set. 


I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  you  did  exceed 
The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt : 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report. 
That  you  yourself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 
How  far  a  modern '  quill  doth  come  too  short, 
Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grow. 
This  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute. 
Which  shall  be  moat  my  glory,  heing  dumb  ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mute. 
When  others  would  give  life,  and  bring  a  tomb. 
There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes 
Than  both  your  poets  cau  in  praise  devise. 


Who  is  it  that  says  most?   which  can  say  more, 
Than  this  rich  praise  ;— that  you  alone  are  you  ? 
In  whose  confine  immured  ia  the  store. 
Which  should  example  where  your  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  pea  doth  dwell. 
That  to  his  subject  lends  not  some  small  glory; 
But  he  that  writes  of  yon,  if  be  can  tell 
That  you  are  you,  bo  dignifies  his  story. 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  you  is  writ, 
Not  making  worse  what  nature  made  to  clear. 
And  such  a  counterpart  shall  fame  his  wit. 
Making  his  style  admired  every  where. 


You  to  your  beauteous  blessings  add  a  curse. 
Being  fond  on  praise,   which  makes  your  praises 


My  tongue-tied  Muse 'in  manners  holds  her  still, 

While  comments  of  your  praise,  richly  compiled. 

Reserve '  their  character  with  golden  quill, 

And  precious  phrase  by  all  the  Muses  filed. 

I    think    good    thoughts,    while    others   write    good 

And,  like  unletter'd  clerk,  still  cry  Amen 

To  every  tiymn  that  able  spirit  affords, 

In  polish'd  form  nf  well-refined  pen. 

Hearing  you  praised,  I  say, — '  'Tis  bo.'  ■  Tis  true," 

And  lo  the  most  of  praise  add  something  more  ; 

lSut  that  it  is  in  my  thought,  whose  love  to  you, 

Though    words    come    hindmost,   holds    his    rank 
before. 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  respect  j 
Me  for  my  dumb  thoughts,  speaking  in  effect. 


Was  it  the  proud  full  sail  of  his  great  verse. 
Hound  for  the  prize  of  nil- too-precious  you, 
That  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  my  brain  inhearse, 
Making  their  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grew! 


1  i  e,  p  i  ttrrvo. 


MO 

Waa  it  his  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 
Above  ft  mortal  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead  i 
No.  neither  he,  nor  his  compeers  by  night 
Giving  him  aid,  my  verse  astonished. 
He,  nor  that  affable  fumiliar  ghost. 
Which  nightly  guilt  him  with  intelligence, 
Aa  victon,  of  my  silence  cannot  boast : 
I  vu  not  rick  of  any  feur  from  then 

But  when  your  countenance  filed  '  up  his  tine. 
Then  lack'd  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  u 


Farewell !  thon  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  f"*»'"ffK  t 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  givee  thee  releasing; 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate.* 

For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting  ? 

And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving? 

The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting, 

And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 

Thyself   thou    gavest,    thy   own    worth    then    not 

knowing, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gavest  it,  else  mistaking; 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing, 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 

Thus  bave  1  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  natter; 

In  sleep,  a  king ;  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 


*  I'uJed,  oat  of  dsM. 


When  thou  »lralt  be  disposed  to  set  me  light. 
And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  scorn. 
Upon  thy  side  against  myself  I  '11  fight, 
And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  thou  art  forsworn. 
With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted. 
Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 
Of  faults  conceal'd,  wherein  1  am  attainted ; 
That  thou,  in  losing  me,  ehalt  win  much  glory; 
And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 
For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 
The  injuries  that  to  myself  1  do. 
Doing  thee  vantage,  douhle-vatitage  me. 
Such  is  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong, 
That  for  thy  right  myself  will  bear  all  wrong. 


Say  that  thou  didst  forsake  me  for  some  fault. 
And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence: 
Speak  of  my  lameness,  and  1  straight  will  halt  ; 
Against  thy  reasons  making  no  defence. 
Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill. 
To  set  a  form  upon  desired  change. 
As  I   11  myself  disgrace  :   knowing  thy  will. 
I  will  ncipiaintance  strangle,  and  look  atrar.g*; 
He  absent  from  thy  walks ;   and  in  my  tongue 
Thy  sweet -beloved,  name  no  more  shall  dwell; 
Lest  I.  too  much  profane,  should  do  it  -wrong, 
And  haply  of  our  old  acquaintance  tell. 


For  thee,  against  myself  I  '11  tow  debate  : 
For   I    must   ne'er    love   him    whom    thou 
hate. 


Then  hate  me  when  thou  wilt ;  if 

Now,  while  the  world  is  heat  my  deeds  to  crots. 

Join  with  the  spite  of  fortune     nake  me  bow. 

And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  aft     -low  : 

Ah!    do  not,    when    my   he    t    hath   scaped    this 

Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  cop" 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rain 
To  linger  out  a  purposed  ovt     irow. 
If  thou  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  last. 
When  other  petty  griefs  have  done  their  spite 
But  in  the  onset  come  :   so  shall  I  taste 
At  rirsc  the  very  worst  of  fortune's  might ; 
And    other     strains    of,  woe,    which    now 


this 


Compared  with  loss  of  thee,  will  not  seem  so. 


Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill. 
Some  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force  t 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill ; 
Some  in  their   hawks  and  hounds,  some  in    their 

And  every  humor  hath  his  adjunct  pleasure, 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest : 


km 

May  stili  seem  luve  to  me,  though  alter'd-nevi" ; 
Thy  looks  wilh  me,  thy  heart  it)  other  place  : 
For  there  ran  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye. 
Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
In  many's  looks  the  false  heart's  history 

frit,  in  moods,  and  frowns,  and  wrinkles  strange  J 
But  Heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree, 

it  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 

Whate'er  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be. 

Thy  looks  should  nothing  thence  hut  sweetness  tciL 

How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow. 

If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  show  ! 


They  that  have  power  to  hurt,  and  will  do  none , 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show  ; 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow;  — 
They  rightly  do  inherit  Heaven's  graces, 
And  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense ; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces, 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet. 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die  ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet, 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity  : 

For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  bv  their  deeds  ; 

Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weetu. 
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How  sweet  and  lovelv  dost  thoti  make  *3ut 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragrtat  ro%t.. 
Doth  stop  the  bears tr  of  tr-v  y*cci?-jr  imtut  . 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thoy  *Lt  *im  wMtt ! 
That  tongue,  that  te!L»  the  *Vjtt  of  ti-T  tfctTt, 
Making  lascirioos  comncer-t*  '^  tt-r  tpur*. 
Cannot  dL§prai«e  Vnt  :a  a  k;r/:  *jf  y?*uvt . 
Naming  thy  name  Me****  4i  L.  ?*r/jf. 
O.  what  a  mansion  Lit*  t!v/«  t>^«  £<»*:, 
Which  for  their  haV>Ati'.s.  ery/u*;  *ju*  rvw. 
Where  bea^tr'*  t*i"  do*.*.  ?'.Ter  wsrr  u*'* 
And  all  thinz*  trim  Vj  fair.  v*t  ****  **l  ***■  ' 
Tajte  heed,  dear  heart  '/  ti.t  jferg*  jjrivutjs* 
The  hardest  knlf*  ill-iM^  -iva  ***  tut  ***«: 


0  0  * 

heme  »t,  thr  znos  is  T-yUtl.  *lfC  KCSUc 

Tiou  Plaice**  Siilts  /?*&*.>  ti*t  t*j 
As  -u.  tse  z.zlz~?  ie  a  t^r-Mtc  tHtfffr 

Tic  basest  ;*Tr*i  ■»:!_  *^e  »«L 
5a  are  :hcae  emn  ".zatr.  m. 


Hhtr  aia."-^ 


But  do  not  so  :  I  love  thee  in  such  sort, 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  r 


How  like  &  winter  hath  my  absence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year ! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  si 
What  old  December's  bareness  every  where  ! 
And  yet  this  time  removed  ' 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  ii 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime. 
Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  lords'  decease 
Vet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfather'd  fruit ; 
For  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee  ; 
And,  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute  ; 
Or,  if  they  sing,  'tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer. 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter ' 


From  you  have  1  been  absent  in  the  spring. 
When  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  trim. 
Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  ia  every  tiling. 
That  heavy  Saturn  laugh Td  and  leap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  bird*,  nor  the  sweet  smell 
Of  different  flowers  in  odor  and  in  hue, 


Could 
Or  f  ~c 


\T~AzX    yt'j'jt    i*^    j*'#«:>     »i#*m.     r.i^w      !.•«; 


.»  ♦ 


j-*Tc"ri  >:-. 


«.    . 
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Where  art  thou,  Muse,  that  thou  forget'st  wo  long 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  ir>i™ht  ? 
Spend'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthless  song. 
Darkening  thy  power,  to  lend  base  subjects  light  ? 
Return,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem, 
And  gives  thy  pen  both  skill  and  argument. 
Rise,  restifF  Muse  ;   my  love's  sweet  face  survey. 
If  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there  ; 
Jf  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay, 
And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  every  where. 

Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life.; 

So  thou  prevent'st  his  scythe  and  crooked  knife. 


O  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends, 

For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  died  ? 

Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  depends  ; 

So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignified. 

Make  answer,  Muse ;   wilt  thou  not  haply  say  i  — 

'  Truth  needs  no  color,  with  his  color  fix'd  . 

Beauty  no  pencil,  beauty's  truth  to  lay ; 

But  hest  is  best,  if  never  inrermix'd  ?  ' 

Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb  t 

Excuse  not  silence  so  ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 

To  make  him  much  outlive  a  gilded  tomb. 

And  to  be  praised  of  ases  vet  to  be, 


"hen  do  thy  office.  Muse  ;   I  teach  thee  h 
e  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  wii»« 


lily  love   is   strengthened,    though    msce    wi 

seeming ; 
I  iove  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear  . 
That  love  is  merchandised,  whose  rich  e 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  every  wh-m 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  eprcog. 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lay*-. 
As  Philomel  in  summer's  front  doth  ting. 
And  stops  his  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  dari  - 
Not  that  the  summer  is  less  pleasant  rum 
Than  when  her  mournful  hymns  did  tiuMi-tfeem 
But  that  wilo"  music  burdens  every  lunrri 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  oxu  ^=- 

b Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometime  iioW  «ra« 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  mi  mi 


Alack !  what  poverty  my  Mtwe 
That,  having  such  a  scope  to  a 
The  argument,  all  bai 
Than  when  it  bath  my  auure  a 
0.  blame  me  nut.  if  I  no  mmmi 
Look  in  your  glass.  Bwdlb^M* 
That  overgoes  my  bin  ■■  ^m 
Dulling  my  lines,  arui  ■_*   j 


Were  it  not  sinful  then,  striving  to  mend, 
To  mnr  the  subject  that  before  was  well  ? 
For  to  00  other  pass  my  verses  tend, 
Than  of  your  graces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 

And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  * 
Vour  own  glass  shows  yon,  when  you  look  in 


To  me,  fair  friend,  you  never  can  be  old ; 

For  as  you  were,  when  first  your  eye  I  eyed. 

Such  seems  your  beauty  still.     Three  winters  cold 

Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers'  pride  I 

Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  turu'd. 

In  process  of  the  seasons  have  (  seen ; 

'Ihree  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  burn'd. 

Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  green. 

Ah  !   yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial  hand. 

Steal  from  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceived ; 

So    your  sweet   hue,    which    methicks    still    dotfc 

Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived  : 
For  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  thou  age  unbred ; — 
Ere  you  were  born,  was  beauty's  summer  dead. 


Let  not  my  love  be  call'd  idolatry. 
Nor  my  beloved  as  an  idol  show. 
Since  all  alike  my  songs  and  praises  be. 
To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  ever  so. 


SONVXTB.  SI 

Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrow  kind, 
Still  constant  in  a  wondrous  excellence  ; 
Therefore  my  verse,  to  constancy  confiuea, 
One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difference 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  is  all  my  argumest . 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  varying  to  other  wuru* 
And  in  this  change  is  my  invention  epen*. . 
Three  themes  in  one,  which  wondrous  hv*Ji*s  niivz^ 

Fair,  kind,  and  true  have  often  ii*ec  \uxn*. 

Which  three,  till  now,  never  kept  star,  iu  tm 


cvi. 

When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  Um> 

.  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest 

And  beauty  making  beautiful  ulo 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  iuve:* 

Then,  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  utait:-    »*i 

Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  <ry*t  vi  w 

I  see  their  antique  pen  would 

Even  such  a  beauty  as  you 

So  all  their  praises  are  but 

Of  this  our  time,  all  you  wnigii» 


And,  for  they  look'd  but  wnx: 
They  had  not  skill  encntgx: 

For  we,  which  now 

Have    eyes    to 
praise. 
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Not  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come. 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control, 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confined  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured, 
Ar.d  the  sad  augurs  mock  their  own  presage ; 
)  ncertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured, 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  most  balmy  time 
My  love  looks  fresh,  and  death  to  me  subscribes ;  * 
Since,  spite  of  him,  I  '11  live  in  this  poor  rhyme, 
While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes ; 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
When   tyrants'   crests   and   tombs  *  of  brass 
spent. 

cvin. 

What  *s  in  the  brain  that  ink  may  character, 
Which  hath  not  figured  to  thee  my  true  spirit  ? 
What 's  new  to  speak,  what  new  to  register. 
That  may  express  my  love,  or  thy  dear  merit  ? 
Nothing,  sweet  boy  ;  but  yet,  like  prayers  divine, 
I  must  each  day  say  o'er  the  very  same ; 
Counting  no  old  thing  old,  thou  mine,  I  thine, 
Even  as  when  first  I  hallow'd  thy  fair  name. 


Obeys,  submit!. 
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Since  I  left  you,  mine  eye  is  in  my  mind ; 
And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about. 
Doth  part  his  function,  and  is  partly  blind ; 
Seems  seeing,  but  effectually  is  out ; 
For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  heart 
Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  latch  \ J 
Of  his  quick  objects  hath  the  mind  no  part, 
Nor  his  own  vision  holds  what  it  doth  catch  : 
For  if  it  see  the  rudest  or  gentlest  sight, 
The  most  sweet  favor,8  or  deformed'st  creature, 
The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night, 
The  crow  or  dove,  it  shapes  them  to  your  feati. 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you, 
My  most  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  untn: 

cxiv. 

Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown Y;     :* 
Drink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flatter 
Or  whether  shall  I  say,  mine  eye  saith  tn. 
And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchyn. 
To  make,  of  monsters  and  things  indi..- 
Such  cherubins  as  your  sweet  self  i 


:  Lay  hold  of.  x  Couiireri:- 

3  •  The  word  untrue  is  here  used  as 

iiucerity  of  my  affection  is  the  cause  of  v. 

iny  not  seeing  objects  truly,  such  as  they  .; 

mankind.  -  Malone. 


eptm; 


ink  of  liren  tcara, 
Hal  H  hell  wkliin  ; 
[ICt  I'.i  (earn; 

■  -miiniuco, 

■   i 
■    ■ 


i.Htiiing  fi 


Which  altera  when  it  alteration  finds. 


Or  bends  with  the 


tn  r 


0 


ever-fixed  mark, 
hat  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken  : 
;  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 

ough  hia  height  'it 


Whose   worth  's   unknc 

Love  's  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheek* 
Within  hia  bending  sickle's  compass  come, 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
1/  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved;  — 


Accuse  me  thus  ;   that  I  have  scanted  all. 

Wherein  I  should  your  great  deserts  repay  ; 

Forgot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call. 

Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day; 

That  I  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds 

And  given  to  time  your  own  dear- purchased  right; 

That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds. 

Which    should    transport    me    farthest  from   your 
sight. 

Book  both  my  wilfulness  and  errors  down  ; 

And,  on  just  proof,  surmise  accumulate  ; 

Bring  me  within  the  level  of  your  frown. 

But  shoot  not  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate: 
Since  my  appeal  says,  I  did  strive  to  prove 
The  cor-stancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 


Thus  policy  "ie  l*m  it<  a 
The  UU  tbw  »ar- no:  ( 
And  brought  t/,  mtmiam 
Which,  unit  iT|  iiwm 
Bui  tEenot  1  kaov« 
Drugs  inmhc  lac  IK 


Wfetf   pM  I 

DUtill'd  fy-  a.  £ 
Applying  ii 

Still  losing  •Le*  .  *• 

W  Ml  wretcooj  «_i  __ 
Whilst  it  lilt1  '■,„ —  j 
Ho*   b»i     ■ 


In  tLeduro*: 
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O  benefit  of  ill !  now  I  find  true, 
That  better  is  by  evil  still  made  better ; 
And  ruin'd  love,  when  it  is  built  anew, 
Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  far  greater* 
So  1  return  rebuked  to  my  content, 
And  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  spent. 

cxx. 

That  you  were  once  unkind,  befriends  me  now ; 
And  for  that  sorrow,  which  I  then  did  feel, 
Needs  must  I  under  my  transgression  bow, 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammer'd  steel : 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken, 
As  I  by  yours,  you  have  pass'd  a  hell  of  time ; 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suffer'd  in  your  crime. 
O,  that  our  night  of  woe  might  have  rememhcr'd  l 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hits ; 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tender'd 
The  humble  salve  which  wounded  bosoms  fits! 

But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee ; 

A  Tine  ransoms  yours,  and  yours  must  ransom  me* 

cxxi. 

*Tis  better  to  be  vile,  than  vile  esteem'd, 
When  not  to  oe  receives  reproach  of  ueing ; 


KemiaUel. 


O  thou,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  hour; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  show'rt 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  sweet  (elf  grow'st  t 
If  natore,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack. 
As  thou  goest  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back. 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
May  time  disgrace,  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her,  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleasure ; 
She  may  detain,  but  not  still  keep  her  treasure  : 
Her  audit,  though  delay 'd,  answer'd  must  be ; 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 


In  the  old  age  black  was  not  counted  fair. 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauty's  name  j 
Hut  now  is  black  beauty's  successive  heir. 
And  beauty  slander' d  with  a  bastard  shame  : 
For  since  each  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power. 
Fairing  the  foul  with  art's  false •borrow'd  face. 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  hour, 
Hut  is  profaned,  if  not  lives  in  disgrace. 
Therefore  my  mistress'  eyes  are  raven  black. 
Her  eyes  so  suited;  and  they  mourners  seem 
At  such,  who,  not  bom  fair,  no  beauty  lack. 
Slandering  creation  with  a  false  esteem  : ' 


'  '  They  n»em  10  mourn,  (hut  those  who  iro  not  bora  Fair, 
ntr  yet  possessed  of  nn  artificial  beauty,  by  winch  they  pail 
Tor  whnl  they  are  not ;  Had  ihus  dishonor  out  lira  by  the:" 
perfect  it 


Vet  bo  they  n 

That  every  to 


i,  becoming  of  their  woe, 
says,  beauty  should  look  ? 


HuW  oft.  when  thou,  my  music,  music  play'st 

Upon  that  blessed  wood,  whose  motion  Bounds 

With  thy  sweet  fingers,  when  thou  gently  sway'st 

The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds. 

Do  I  envy  those  jacks,1  that  nimble  leap 

To  kiss  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand  ; 

Whilst    my    poor    lips,    which    should  that   harvest 

At  the  wood's  boldness  by  thee  blushing  stand  ! 
To  be  so  tickled,  they  would  change  their  state 
And  situation  with  those  dancing  chips, 
O'er  whom  thy  fingers  walk  with  gentle  gait, 
Making  dead  wood  more  bless'd  than  living  lips, 

I  Since  saucy  jacks  so  happy  are  in  this, 
Give  them  thy  fingers,  me  thy  lips  to  kiss, 
e  expense  of  spirit  in  a  waste  of  shame 
lust  in  action  ;  and  till  action,  lust 
perjured,  murderous,  bloody,  full  of  bhimt!, 
Savage,  extreme,  rude,  cruel,  not  to  trust: 
Enjoy'a  no  sooner,  but  despised  straight  -. 
on  hunted  ;  and  no  sooner  bhft. 


A  jKk  is  part  of  ■  smnil  kind  or  spin n 


Past  reason  hated,  as  a  swallow 'd  bait. 
On  purpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad  ■ 
Mad  in  pursuit,  and  in  possession  bo  ; 
Had,  having;   and  in  quest  to  have,  extreme; 
A  bliss  in  proof;  and,  proved,  a  very  woe  ; 
Before,  a  joy  proposed  ;  behind,  a  dream  r 
All   this  the  world  well  knows ;   yet  none 

l'o    shun    the    heaven    that    leads   men    t- 
hell. 


cxxi. 


My  mistress'  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun ; 
Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red  : 

now  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun; 

lairs  he  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head. 

ave  seen  roses  damask'd,  red  and  white. 
But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks  ; 
And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 
Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress  reeka, 
I  love  to  hear  her  speak;  yet  well  1  know 
That  music  hath  a  far  more  pleasing  sound  : 
I  grant,  T  never  saw  a  goddess  go  ; 
My    mistress,    when    she    walks,    treads    on    the 
ground: 

And  yet,  by  heaven,  I  think  ray  love  as  rare 

As  any  she,  belied  with  false  compare. 


.. 


us  thou  art. 

As  tbow  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them  cruel) 
For  well  thou  know'st,  to  my  dear,  doting  heart. 
Thou  art  the  fairest  and  most  precious  jewel. 
Yet,  in  good  faith,  some  say,  that  thee  behold, 
Thy  face  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan  : 
To  say  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  so  bold. 
Although  1  swear  it  to  myself  alone  : 
And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  false  I  swear, 
A  thousand  groans,  but  thinking  on  thy  face, 
One  on  another's  neck,  do  witness  bear 
Thy  black  is  fairest  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black,  save  in  thy  deeds  , 
,nd  thence  this  slander,  as  I  think,  proceeds. 


Thin< 


e  eyes  1  love  ;  and  they,  as  pitying  me, 
Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  disdain; 
Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  mourners  be. 
Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven 
Better  becomes  the  gray  cheeks  of  the  east. 
Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even. 
Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west ;  -■ 
As  those  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  laoc. 
O,  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 

And  suit  thy  pity  like  in  every  p 


Then  will  I  swear,  beauty  herself  is  black. 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lack. 


Beshrew  that  heart,  that  makes  my  heart  to  groan 

For  that  deep  wound  it  gives  my  friend  and  me ! 

Is 't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone. 

But  slave  to  slavery  my  swect'st  friend  must  be  ? 

Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken, 

And  my  nest  self  thou  harder  hast  engross'd  : 

Of  him.  myself,  and  thee,  1  am  forsaken ; 

A  torment  thrice  threefold  thus  to  be  cross'd. 

Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward. 

But    then    my   friend's   heart   let   my    poor   heart 

bail: 
Whoe'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard : 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigor  in  my  jail ; 

And  yet  thou  wilt ;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee, 
Perforce  am  thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 


So  now  I  have  confess'd  that  he  is  thine. 
And  I  myself  am  mortgaged  to  thy  will  f 
Myself  I  '11  forfeit,  so  that  oilier  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  a  till : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  free; 
For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind  : 
He  learn'd  but.  surety-like,  to  write  for  me, 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fust  doth  bind. 


The  statute '  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take, 
Thou  usurer,  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use. 
And  sue  a  friend,  came  debtor  for  my  sake  ; 
So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 

Him  have  I  lost  ;   thou  hast  both  him  and  me ; 

He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  free. 


Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  will, 
And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  overplus: 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still, 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  ia  huge  and  spacious, 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine  ? 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious, 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine  ? 
The  sea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still. 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store  ; 
So  thou,  being  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  will  more. 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fair  beseechers  kill ; 

Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  Wiii. 


If  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  bo  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  1  was  thy  Will, 


And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there ; 

Thus  far  for  love,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fulfil. 

Will  will  fulfil  the  treasure  of  thy  love, 

Ay.  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 

In  things  of  great  receipt  with,  ease  we  prove  . 

Among  a  number  one  is  reclton'd  none. 

Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold, 

Though  in  thv  stores'  account  I  one  must  be  ; 

For  nothing  hold  me,  bo  it  please  thee  hold 

That  nothing  me,  a  something  sweet  to  thee  : 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that 
And  then  thou  lovest  me  ;   for  my  name  is  Will. 


: 


Thou  blind  fool,  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine 
That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  ? 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies ; 
Yet  what  the  best  is,  take  the  worst  to  be. 
If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks. 
Be  anchor'd  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride, 
Why  of  eyes'  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 
Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tied? 
Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot',' 
Which  niv  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common 

Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not, 
To  put  fait  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face  ? 


i  .Id  anolawd  fiel.1. 


la   things   right   true   my   heart    \ 

err'd. 
And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  d 


When  my  lore  swears  that  she  is  made  of  trtrti, 

I  do  believe  her,  though  1  know  she  lie*; 

That  she  might  think  me  some  untutor'd  jwlfc. 

Unlearned  in  the  world's  false  aubtiitie*. 

Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  think*  me  young. 

Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  th*  uest. 

Simply  I  credit  her  false -speaking  tongue: 

On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  <u;>prra«'d. 

But  wherefore  says  siie  not,  she  u 

And  wherefore  say  nnt  I,  that  I  am  old  ' 

0,  love's  best  hahit  is  in  seeming  tnwt. 

And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  yt*rt  Ml 

Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  ih*  *;>\   m 

And  in  our  faults  by  lies  we  " 


call  not  me  to  justify  the  vm«; 
|  That  thy  unkindness  lays  upou  bh  * 
me   not    with    thmr  - 
rtngue ; 
rcr  with  power,  u>o  w 
t,  thou  lovest  eUmkMn 
r  heart,  forbear  ti 
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What  need'st  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when 

might 
Is  more  than  my  o'erpresa'd  defence  can  "bide  : 
Lei  me  excuse  thee :  ah!  my  love  well  kij»ws 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies  ; 
Anri  therefore  from  my  face  she  turns  my  ' 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  in; 
Yet  do  not  so ;  but  since  I  am  near 
Kill  me  outright  with  looks,  and  rid  : 

CXL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel;  do  m> 
My  tongue-tied  patience  with  tf 
Lest  sorrow  lend  me  words,  an .": 
The  manner  of  my  pity-want i: 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  bctu 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  lov. 
As  testy  sick  men,  when  \ 
No  news  but  health  from  ■. 
For,  if  I  should  despair,  i 
And  in  my  madness  mi^-.. 
Now  this  ill-wresting  wm, 
Mad  slanderers  bv  mad  ear 

That  I  may  not  be  so,  u  -  *' 

Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  '? 
go  wide. 


■  iftle  evil 
1  from  my  side, 
r  taint  to  be  a  devil, 
'i  her  foul  pride  : 

jtl  be  turn'd  fiend, 
directly  tell ; 
:,  both  to  each  friend, 
tether's  hell. 

r  know;  but  live  in  doubt, 
e  my  good  one  out. 


ir  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth, 

il'd  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  a 
Why  dpst  thou  pine  within,  and  suffer  dearth. 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  ? 
Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease. 
Dust  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend  f 
Shall  worms,  inheritors  of  this 
Eat  up  thy  charge  ?     Is  this  thy  body's  end  r 

:n,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss. 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store  ; 
Buy  terms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross  -, 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  n 

So    shalt    thou    feed    on    death,    that    fee  da    I 

And,  death   once    dead,    there  'a    no  more  dying 
then. 


My  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  still 
For  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease ; 
Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill 
The  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 
My  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love. 
Angry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept. 
Hath  left  me ;  and  1  desperate  now  approve. 
Desire  is  death,  which  physic  did  except. 
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Past  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care. 
And  frantic-mad  with  evermore  unrest : 
My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  madmen's  ate. 
At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  expressed  *. 

For  I  have   sworn  thee   fair,  and  thought  th*e 
bright, 

Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  as  dark  as  night. 

CXLVIII. 

O  me !  what  eyes  hath  love  put  in  my  head, 
Which  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight ! 
Or,  if  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled, 
That  censures 1  falsely  what  they  see  aright  ? 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote. 
What  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  ? 
If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's :  no. 
How  can  it  ?    O,  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true. 
That  is  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  tears  ? 
No  marvel  then  though  I  mistake  my  view : 
The  sun  itself  sees  not,  till  heaven  clears. 

O  cunning  Love!   with  tears   thou   keep'st   om 
blind, 

Lest  eyes  well-seeing  thy  foul  faults  should  find. 
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In  act  thy  bed. vow  broke,  and  new  faith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing-. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accuse  thee. 
When  I  break  twenty  ?    I  am  perjured  most ; 
For  ull  my  rows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  ihee. 
And  all  my  honest  faith  in  thee  is  lost : 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindnea*, 
Oaths  of  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  constancy; 
And,  to  enlighten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindness, 
Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  they  see: 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair;  more  perjured  I, 
To  swear,  against  the  truth,  so  foul  a  lie  ! 


Cupid  laid  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep  : 
A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found, 
And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  valley -founts  in  of  that  ground; 
Which  borrow'd  from  this  holy  fire  of  love 
A  dateless,  lively  heat,  still  to  endure ; 
And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove 
Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  mistress'  eye  love's  brand  new-fired. 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast : 
I  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired, 
And  thither  hied,  a  sad,  d  is  temper 'd  guest. 
But  found  no  cure ;  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire ; — my  mistress'  eye* 
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CLIV. 


The  little  love-god,  lying  once  asleep, 

Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand, 

Whilst  many   nymphs,    that   vow'd    chaste  life  to 

keep, 
Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 
The  fairest  votary  took  up  that  fire, 
Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm'd ; 
And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 
Was  sleeping,  by  a  virgin  hand  disarmed. 
This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by. 
Which  from  love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual, 
Growing  a  bath  and  healthful  remedy 
For  men  diseased;  but  I,  my  mistress*  rhjall 

Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  i  pitire ;— 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  km. 
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A   LOVER'S   COMPLAINT. 


[This  beautiful  poem  was  first  printed  in  1609,  with  oar 
author's  name,  at  the  end  of  the  quarto  edition  of  his 
Sonnets.] 


From  off  a  hill,  whose  concave  womb  reworded 
A  plaintful  story  from  a  sistering  vale, 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded, 
And  down  I  lay  to  list  the  sad-tuned  tale : 
Ere  long  espied  a  fickle  maid  full  pale, 
Tearing  of  papers,  breaking  rings  atwain, 
Storming  her  world  with  sorrow's  wind  and  rain. 

Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  straw. 

Which  fortified  her  visage  from  the  sun, 

Whereon  the  thought  might  think  sometime  it  saw 

The  carcase  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done. 

Time  had  not  scythed  all  that  youth  begun, 

Nor  youth  all  quit;  but,  spite  of  heaven's  fell  rage, 

Some  beauty  peep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

Oft  did  she  heave  her  napkin  to  her  eyne. 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  characters,1 


'  Fanciful  linages. 
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laundering  '  the  silken  figures  in  the  brine 
That  season 'd  woe  had  pelleted1  in  tear;, 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  ueurs ; 
As  often  shrieking  undistinguish'd  woe, 
In  clamors  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  levell'd  eyes  their  carriage  ride,  * 
As  they  did  hattery  to  the  spheres  intend  ; 
Sometime  diverted  their  poor  balls  are  tied 
To  the  orh'd  earth  :  sometimes  they  do  extend 
Their  view  right  on;  anon  their  gazes  lend 
To  every  place  at  once,  and  no  where  fix'd. 
The  mind  and  sight  distractedly  coraraix'd. 

Her  hail,  nor  loose,  nor  tied  in  formal  plat, 
Prochiim'd  in  he.'  a  uareless  hand  of  pride ; 

some,  unluck'd.  descended  her  sheaved4  hat, 
lging  her  pale  and  pined  cheek  beside; 
Some  in  her  threaden  lillet  still  did  bide  ; 
And,  true  to  bondage  would  not  break  from  thence* 
Though  slackly  braided  in  loose  negligence. 

A  thousand  favors  from  a  maund  *  she  drew. 
Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  bedded  jet, 
Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw. 
Upon  whose  weeping  marge  nt  she  was  set. 
Like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wet; 


1  Moistening.  '  i.  e.  formed  11 

1  1b  allusion  to  *  piece  of ordnanci. 
•  Hud  bulra* 


\VI 


monarchy  hands,  that  let  not  bounty  fall 

cries  some,  but  where  excess  begs  all. 


Of  folded  schedules  had  she  many  a  one. 

Which   she    perused,   sigh'd,    tore,    end    gave   the 

flood; 
Crack'd  many  a  ring  of  posied  gold  and  bone. 
Bidding  them  find  their  sepulchres  in  mud; 
Found  yet  more  letters  sadly  penn'd  in  blood. 
With  slcided  >  silk  feat1  and  affectedly 
Enawathed,  and  seal'd  to  curious  secresy. 

These  often  bathed  she  in  her  fluxive  eyes, 

And  often  kiss'd,  and  often  'gan  to  tear : 

Cried, — '  O  false  blood  !  thou  register  of  lies, 

What  unapproved  witness  dost  thou  bear ! 

Ink   would   have   seem'd    more  black  and  damned 


This  said,  in  top  of  rage  the  lines  she  rents, 
Big  discontent  so  breaking  their  contents, 

A  reverend  man  that  grazed  his  cattle  nigh. 

Sometime  n  blusterer,  that  the  ruffle  knew 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 

The  swiftest  hours,  observed  as  they  flew; 

Towards  this  afflicted  fancy1  fastly  drew; 

And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know, 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 


So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat,1 
And  comely -distant  sits  he  by  her  side  ; 
3  again  desires  her,  being  sat, 
vance  with  his  hearing  to  divide  : 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  applied. 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy2  assuage, 
'  I'is  promised,  in  the  charity  of  age. 

*  Father,"  she  says,  '  though  in  me  you  behal  1 
The  injury  of  many  a  blasting  hour, 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  I  am  old ; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power : 
I  might  as  yet  have  been  a  spreading  flower. 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  self-applied 
Love  to  myself,  and  to  no  love  beside. 

■  But,  woe  is  me !  too  early  I  attended 
A  youthful  suit  {it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 
Of  one  by  nature's  outwards  so  commended, 
That  maidens'  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  face. 
Love  lack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place 
And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 
She  was  new  lodged,  and  newly  deified. 

'  His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls  ■ 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind 
Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls  : 
What 's  sweet  to  do.  to  do  will  aptiy  Juiu. 


■  I  'en  urtralion  of  to 


Each  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind ; 

For  on  his  visage  was  in  little  drawn. 

What  largeness  thinks  in  paradise  was  sawn.' 

'  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  hia  chin  ; 
His  phcenix  down  began  but  to  appear, 
Like  unshorn  velvet,  on  that  termless  skin, 
Whose  bare  outbragg'd  the  web  it  seem'd  to  w 
Yet  show'd  his  visage  by  that  cost  most  dear ; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  'twere  as  it  was,  or  best  without. 


'  His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form, 

For  maiden- to ng-ued  he  was,  and  thereof  free  * 

Yet,  if  men  moved  him,  was  lie  such  a  storm. 

As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see. 

When  winds  breathe  sweet,   unruly  though  tbey  be. 

His  rudeness  so  with  his  authorised  youth 

Did  livery  falseness  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

'  Well  could  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  say, — 
■  That  horse  his  [nettle  from  his  rider  takes ; 
Proud  of  subjection,  noble  by  the  sway, 
What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what   stoj) 

he  makes  ! ' 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes, 
Whether  the  horse  by  him  became  his  deed. 
Or  he  his  manage  by  the  well-doing  steed. 


i 


dy  on  this  side  the  verdict  went! 

.bitude  gave  life  and  grace 
rtainings  am" 
uish'd  in  himself,  not  in  his  case  : 
js,  themselves  made  fairer  by  their  place 
is  :   yet  their  purposed  L 
;ed    not   his    grace,   but   were    all    graced    by 

'  So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep. 
All  reph  ation  prompt,  and  reason  strong. 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleep  : 
To  make  the  w  'eper  laugh,  the  laugher  weep. 
He  had  the  dialect  and  different  skill. 
Catching  all  pajjions  in  his  craft  of  will; 

'  That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old;  and  sexes  both  enchanted, 
To  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  personal  duty,  following  where  he  haunted  : 
Consents  bewitch'd,  ere  be  desire,  have  granted ; 
And  dialogued  for  him  what  he  would  say, 
Ask'd  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  olwy, 

'  Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get. 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind ; 

Like  fools  that  in  the  imagination  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  assign 'd ; 


laboring  in  more  pleasures  to  Destow  them, 
[   the   Ime  gouty   landlord,    which    dolU    01 
their.  : 


•  So  many  have,  that  never  touch'd  his  hand, 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mistress  of  his  heart; 
My  woful  self,  that  did  in  freedom  stand. 
And  was  my  own  fee-simple,  not  in  part ; — 
What  with  his  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  ait. 
Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power ; 
Reserved  the  stalk,  and  gave  liiin  all  my  flower. 

•  Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equals  did, 
Demand  of  him  ;   nor,  heing  desired,  yielded  ; 
Finding  myself  in  honor  so  forbid. 

With  safest  distance  1  mine  honor  shielded: 
Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 
Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  reumin'd  the  f„il 
Of  this  false  jewel,  and  his  amorous  spoil. 


*  But,  ah !   who  ever  shunn'd  by  precedent 

The  destined  ill  she  rau;t  herself  assay  ; 

Or  forced  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content, 

To  put  the  by-pass'd  perils  in  her  way  .' 

Counsel  may  stop  awhile  what  will  not  stay  ; 

For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen, 

By  blunting  us,  to  make  our  wits  more  Keen. 


S    COMPLAINT. 

it  satisfaction  to  our  blood, 

t  upon  others'  proof, 
i>i     d  the  sweets  that  seem  so  good, 
■  tn  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof. 
>ciite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof ! 
one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  will  taste, 
ugh  reason  weep,  and  cry, — '  It  is  thy  last.' 

1  For  farther  I  could  say, — '  This  man  's  untrue  ; 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling;  l 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew ; 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling ; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  brokers  to  defiling  ; 
Thought,  characters,  and  words,  merely  but  art. 
And  bastards  of  bis  foul  adulterate  heart: 

1  And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  city. 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  me : — '  Gentle  maid. 
Have  of  ray  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pity. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afraid  : 
That 's  to  you  sworn,  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto ; 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  vow. 

'  '  All  ray  offences  that  abroad  you  see, 

Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind ; 

Love  made  them  not ;   with  acture  (  they  may  be. 


c  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind ; 
'hey  aought   their   shame   that  so   their  shame  d 
find; 
And  so  much  less  of  shame  in 
By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 


s? 


g  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seei 
whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  as  w 
my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen,1 
Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm 'd  i 
Harm  have  I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  ha 
Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  fn 
And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 

"  "  Look  here,  what  tributes  wounded  fancies1  sent 


Of  paled  pearls,  and  rubies  red  as  blood  ; 

Figuring  tlmt  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  ti 

Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 

In  bloodless  white  and  the  enerirason'd  mood; 

Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty, 

Encamp 'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

■  '  And,  lo !   behold  these  talents  of  their  hair,1 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleaded,* 
received  from  many  a  soveral  fair. 


attorn 

i  id!. 


id  UOtptUMI  wor-jungly  beseccli'd) 
Annexion*  U  fair  -tenis  enrich'd  ; 
-brnin'd  kDOMb,  Unit  did  amplify 
flint  nature,  wort!*,  and  quality. 


I 


)  diamond ;  why,  'twas  hcniitiful  and  hart, 

C)  lii»  invised '  properties  did  tend ; 
p-Urwn  r  riu- raid,  iu  whose  fresh  regnrd 
«  r«k  tight)  tht'if  aickiy  radiance  do  amend ; 
tV  Ueawn  liued  sapphire  aid  the  opal  blend 
With  object*  nauifoid ;  each  several  stone. 
With  wit  well  bkuuti'd,  smiled  or  made  tome  dm* 

•  '  La !  all  \hr9t  trouble?  of  affection*  hot. 
Of  pewuxtd  and  subdued  d«Ares  the 
Naluw  kath  ekarstd  m  tk*t  l 
Rat  yWM  tar-  «?  wtm  I  -y«» 
TWt  la,  to  TW»,  ■»▼  origin  and  odor 
r\*  ike***  vf  fcuve.  aanst  yow  ofctari—  ke ; 
^W*  I  tketr  altar.  yo»  eoyntroo  n& 

'  »  «X  dm  »£t»M*  of  ran  tkat  fhwAw  k 
\\-Ve*«t^*<^*eA>«mtl*aiTs«fc«fr 
Yak*  »■  dm*  *Wfc»  a*  ywnt  ana  eonaawM, 
HatfewM  *i;k  *^fe  &*«  knnan*  kaes  ana  a 
WV»  in*  war  ■mkOdx,  aar  ywm  nan*. 
W«ks  — it»  JWn;  mi  3*  ytmr  unite  can 
*%**>  o«—tt  )td>  an  — ftnwai  — nm. 


ot  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun, 
sanctified,  of  holiest  note  ) 
Which  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun,1 
Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote ;  * 
For  she  was  sought  by  spirits  of  richest  coat,1 
But  kept  cold  distance  ;   and  did  thence  remove, 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

'  '  But,  O,  my  sweet,  what  labor  is  't  to  leave 
The  thing  we  have  not,  mastering  what  not  strives 
Paling-  the  place  which  did  no  form  receive,* 
['laying  patient  sports  in  unconstrained  gyves. 
She  that  her  fame  so  to  herself  contrive?. 
The  scars  of  battle  scapeth  by  the  flight ; 
And  makes  her  absence  valiant,  not  her  might. 

'  '  0,  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true ; 
The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye. 
Upon  the  moment  did  her  force  Bubdue, 
And  now  she  would  the  caged  cloister  rly  ; 
Heligious  love  put  out  religion's  eye. 
Not  to  he  tempted,  would  she  be  immured; 
And  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  procured. 


1   Who  lately  retired  from  the  aolici 


,  th»t  heart  which 
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■  How  mighty  then  you  are,  O,  hear  me  ttll. 
The  broken  bosoms  that  to  me  belong. 
Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well. 
And  mine  I  pour  your  Ocean  all  among : 
I  strong  o'er  them,  nnd  you  o'er  me  being  stroay. 
Must  for  your  victory  us  all  congest,' 
As  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast. 

'  '  My  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  eun, 
Who,  disciplined  and  dieted  in  grace, 
Believed  her  eyes,  when  they  to  assail  begun; 
All  vows  and  consecrations  giving  place. 
O  most  potential  love  !  vow,  bond,  nor  space. 
In  thee  hath  neither  sting,  knot,  nor  confine  ; 
For  thou  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

■  '  When  thou  impresses*,  what  are  precepts  worth 
Of  stale  example  1    When  thou  wilt  inflame, 
How  coldly  those  impediments  stand  forth 
Of  wealth,  of  filial  fear,  law,  kindred,  fame  ! 
Love's  arms   are  peace,   'gainst   rule,   'gainst  sense, 

'gainst  shame ; 
And  sweetens,1  in  the  suffering  pangs  it  bears. 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks,  and  fears. 


(iiged  ■  peaceful  enjoy. 


'  Now  all  these  bcuta  that  do  on  mine  depend, 
Fceliiii;  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pinei 
And  nii|)jilirant  thtir  sighs  to  you  extend, 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  'gainst  mine. 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design. 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bonded  oath. 
That  shall  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth.' 

1  This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount, 
Whose  sights  till  then  were  levell'd  on  my  face ; 
Each  cheek,  a  river  running  from  a  fount. 
With  brinish  current  downward  flow'd  apace. 
0,  how  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace ! 
Who,  glazed  with  crystal,  gate  '  the  glowing  roses 
That  flame  through  water  which  their  hue  encloses. 


'  0  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 

In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear! 

Rut  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes, 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear  ? 

What  breast  so  cold,  that  is  not  warmed  here  ? 

O  cleft  effect !   cold  modesty,  hot  wrath. 

Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extmcture  hath  t 


1  For,  lo !  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft, 
Even  there  resolved  my  reason  into  tears  : 
There  my  white  stole  of  chastity  I  daff'd ;  * 


253  a  lot* 

Shook  off  my  sober  guards,  and  civil ]  fears ; 

Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears, 

Ail    melting ,    though    our    drops    this    different'. 

His  poison'd  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

'  In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter. 

Applied  to  cautels,-  all  strange  forms  receives ; 

Of  burning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 

Or  swooning  paleness ;   and  he  takes  and  leant*, 

In  cither's  aptness,  as  it  best  deceives, 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  weep  at  woes, 

Or  to  turn  white,  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows  ; 

■  That  not  a  heart,  which  in  his  level  came. 
Could  scape  the  hail  of  his  all-hurting  aim. 
Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame  ; 
And,  veil'd  in  them,  did  win  whom  he  wo:ld  maim. 
Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim  : 
When  he  most  burn'd  in  heart-wish'd  luxury,* 
He  preach'd  pure  maid,  and  praised  culd  chastity, 

'  Thus,  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace, 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  lie  cover' J, 
That  the  unexperienced  gave  the  tempter  place, 
Which,  like  a  cherubin,  above  them  hover'd. 
Who,  young  and  simple,  would  not  he  so  lover'd? 
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Ah  me !  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

•  O,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  eye ; 
O,  that  false  fire  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd ; 
O,  that  forced  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly ; 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spongy  lungs  bestow'd ; 
O,  all  that  borrow'd  motion,  seeming  owed ; 1— 
Would  yet  again  betray  the  fore-betray'd, 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid ! ' 


*  i.  ••  chat  seemed  real  ana  nig  owa» 
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Sweet  Cylherca,  sitting  by  a  brook, 
With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  fresh,  and  green, 
Did  court  the  hid  with  many  a  lovely  look: — 
Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  Queen. 
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She  told  him  stones  to  delight  his  ear; 

She  allow 'd  him  favors  to  allure  his  eye ; 

To  win  his  heart,  she  touch'd  him  here  end  there: 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figured  proffer; — 

The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait. 

But  smile  and  jest  at  every  gentle  offer  : 

Then    fell     she    on    her   back,    fair    queen,     am 
toward  : 

He  rose,  and  ran  away  ;   ah,  fool,  too  froward ! 


Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  morn, 

And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade. 

When  Cythcrca,  all  in  love  forlorn, 

A  longing  tarrinnce  for  Adonis  made, 

Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook  ; — 

A  brook,  where  Adon  used  to  cool  his  spleen. 

Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter,  that  did  look 

For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 

Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 

And    stood     stark     naked    on     the     brook's    greet 

The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye. 


Vet  not  so  wistly  as  thiB  queer 


He,  i 


!*  her,  bounced  in,  whereas  he  stood  : 


THE    PASSIONATE 


Fair  was  the 


a  the  fair  qui 


i  of  love,' 


Paler  for  sorn.iv  than  h«  milk-white  dove. 
For  Adon's  take,  a  yiiungster  proud  and  wild  : 
Her  stand  she  taki*  upon  a  slcep'Up  hill. 
Anon  Adunis  tomes  with  horn  and  hounds: 
She,  silly  queen,  wild  mom  than  love's  good  will. 
Forbad  the  buy  he  should  not  pass  those  grounds  : 
'  Once,"  quoth  she.  '  did  I  see  a  fair,  sweet  youth 
Here  in  these  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar, 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  spectacle  of  ruth  ! 
See  in  my  thigh,'  quoth  she,  '  here  was  the  sore.' 


Am 


She    showed    hers  :    he 


id  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alor 


Venus,  with  young  Adonis  sitting  by  her, 

Under  a  myrtle  shade,  began  to  woo  him: 

She  told  the  youngling  how  god  Mars  did  try  her, 

And  as  he  fell  to  her,  so  fell  she  to  him. 

1  Even  thus,'  quoth  she,   '  the  warlike  god  embraced 


And  then  she  clipp'd  Ador 


2fi8  THE    PASSIONATE    PILUE1M- 

How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coiu'd. 
Dreading  my  love,  the  lass  thereof  still  fearing  I 
Vet,  in  the  midst  of  all  her  pure  protesting*, 
Her   faith,   her  oaths,    her   tears,   and  all   were 
jestinga. 

She  bum'd  with  love,  as  straw  with  fire  flametli ; 
She  hurn'd  out  love,  as  soon  as  straw  ontburneth  ; 
She  framed  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  framing  ; 
She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a  turning. 

Waa  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether  ? 

Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 


Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye,1 
('Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ? 
Vows,  for  thee  broke,  deserve  not  punishment. 
A  woman  I  forswore  ;  but,  I  will  prove, 
Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  waa  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love; 
Thy  grace  being  gain'd,  cures  all  disgrace  in  me, 
My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapor  is  ; 
Then  thou,  fair  sun,  which  on  my  earth  dost  shins, 
Kxhalest  this  vapor  vow ;   in  thee  it  is : 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  : 


If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wis 
To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  paradise? 


If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  sw 

0.  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd! 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I  '11  constant 

Those  thoughts  to  me  like  oats,  to  thee  like  osiers 

bow'd. 
Study   his   bias   leaves,   aud    makes   his  book  thine 

Where   all   those  pleasures  live,   that   art  can  com- 

kprehend. 
knowlege    he    the    mark,    to    know     thee     shall 
Buffice : 
Well  learned   is    that   tongue,  that  well  can  thee 

commend ; 
All  ignorant    that    soul,    that   sees   thee   without 

wonder ; 
(Which    is    to    me    some   praise,   that   I   thy   parts 

admire) 
Thine    eye    Jove's    lightning   seems,   thy   voice  1 
dreadful  thunder, 
rhich,  not  to  anger  bunt,  is  music,  and  sweet  fire 


Celestial  as  thou  art,  O,  do  not  love  that  wrong. 
To  sing  the  heavens'  praise  with  such  an   earthly 
tongue. 


Beauty  ia  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good: 

A  shining  gloss,  that  fadeth  suddenly; 

A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  hud ; 

A  brittle  glass,  that 's  broken  presently : 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  faded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or  never  found : 

As  faded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh ; 

As  flowers  dead  lie  wither' d  on  the  ground ; 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress; — 
So  beauty,  blemish'd  once,  for  ever  's  lost, 
In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost. 


Good  night,  good  rest.     Ah  !  neither  be  my  snare : 
She  bade  good  night,  that  kept  my  rest  away ; 
And  daff'd  me  '  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care, 
Co  descant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay. 
'  Farewell,'   quoth   Bhe,    '  and    come    again 

Fare  well  I  could  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sont 


Vet  at 


my  parting  s 


:ctly  did  she 


r  friendship,  nill  I '  construe  whether  : 
'T  may  be,  she  joy'd  to  jest  at  my  exile ; 
'T  may  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither: 
'  Wander !  '—a  word  for  shadows  like  myself : 
As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  pell. 


Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east ! 

My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch  ;  the  morning  rise 

Doth  cite  each  moving  sense  from  idle  rest. 

Not  daring  trust  the  office  of  mine  eyes. 

While  Philomela  sits  and  sings.  I  sit  and  mark, 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark  j 

For  she  doth  welcome  daylight  with  her  ditty. 
And  drives  away  dark,  dismal-dreaming  night: 
The  night  so  pack'd,  I  post  unto  my  pretty: 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wished  Bight ; 
Sorrow    changed    to    solace,    solace    mix'd    with 

For  why  ?    she  sigh'd,  and  bade   me  come   to. 


Were  I  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  soot 
But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours: 

not  for  me,  shine  sun  to  succour  (lower*! 


Pack   night,    peep   day ;   good   day,  of  night  r 

borrow  ; 
Short,    night,    to-night,   and   length    thyself  to- 


It    was    a    lording' 9    daughter,    the    fairest    one    of 

That  liked  of  her  master  as  well  an  well  might  be  j 
Till  looking  on  au  Englishman,  the  fairest  eye  could 

Her  fancy  fell  a  turning. 
Long  was  the  combat  doubtful,  that  love  with  loi 

did  fight, 
To  leave    the    master  loveless,  or  kill  the  gallant 

knight : 
To  put  in  practice  either,  alas!  it  waa  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  damsel. 
But  one  must  be  refused,  more  inickle  was  the  pain, 
That  nothing  could  be  used,  to  turn  them  both  to 

gain; 

For  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wounded  with 

disdain  : 

Alas  !   she  could  not  help  it. 

Thus  art  with  arms  contending  was   victor  of  the 

Which    by  a   gift   of   learning    did   bear   the  maid 

Then  lullaby ;  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady 


Forn 


mi 


inded. 


On  a  day,  (alack  the  day  i\ ' 

Love,  whose  month  was  ever  Mnv. 

Spied  a  bloasom,  passing  fair, 

Piaymg  in  the  wanton  air: 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 

All  unseen,  'gan  passage  find; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

Wish'd  himself  the  heaven's  breach. 

•  Air,'  quoth  he,  '  thy  cheeks  may  Mow ; 

Air,  would  1  might  triumph  so ! 

But,  alas!  my  hand  hath  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 

Youth,  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me, 

That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee  : 

Thou,  for  whom  Jove  would  swtai 

Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were  ; 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love.' 


My  flocks  feed  not, 
My  ewes  breed  not. 


a  in   I.H-.i'j  I.iili.jr  '■   (>«!,  vol.  I 


My  ran 

All  is  amies : 
Love's  denying, 
Faith's  defying. 
Heart's  renying,1 

Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  jigs  a 
All  my  lady's  love  i 
Where  her  faith  wa 


e  quite  forgot ; 
lost,  God  wot: 
firmly  fiVd  in  love. 


There  a  nay  is  placed  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss: 

O  frowning  Fortune,  cursed,  fickle  dame . 


Forn 


rl  b 


Inconstancy 


ii  than  in  men  remain. 


in  black  mourn  I ; 
All  fears  scorn  I ; 
Love  hath  forlorn  me. 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding. 
All  help  needing, 
(0  cruel  speeding !) 

Fraught ed  with  gall. 
My  shepherd's  pipe 


sound  no  deal :  * 


My  wether's  bell  rings  doleful  knell ; 


My  curtail  dog,  that  wont  to  h» 
Flays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afrai 
My  sighs  so  deep, 
Procure  '  to  weep, 

III  howling-wise,  to  see  my  d 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  harkleaa  ground, 

Like  a  thousand  vanquished  a 

(Jlear  wells  spring  not ; 
Sweet  birds  aiug  not; 
Loud  bells  ring  act 

Cheerfully  : 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping. 
Nymphs  batk  creeping 

Fearfully. 
All  our  pleasure  known  to 
All  our  merry  meetings  on 
All  our  evening  sport  from  us  it 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  love  is  i 
Farewell,  sweet  lasa  ; 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For    a    sweet   content,    the 


the  plain 


\>or  Coridon 
hi ust  live  alone: 
Other  help  for  him  I  s 


When  as  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame. 

And  stall'd  the  deer  that  thou  wouldst  strike. 

Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame. 
I    As  well  as  fancy,1  partial  tike. 

Take  counsel  of  some  wiser  head. 
Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed  : 

And  when  thou  comeat  thy  tale  to  tell, 

S  moot  he  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk. 

Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell ; 

(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt) 

But  plainly  say  thou  lovest  her  well, 
And  set  thy  person  forth  to  sell : 

And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways  : 
Spare  not  to  spend,  and  chiefly  there. 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise. 
By  ringing  always  in  her  ear. 

The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  town, — 
The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust : 
And  lu  thy  suit  be  humble,  true  : 
Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust. 
Press  never  thou  to  choose  anew. 


What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent. 

cloudy  looks  will  clear  ere  night ; 
And  then  too  lale  she  will  repent, 
That  she  dissembled  her  delight ; 
And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day. 
That  with  such  scorn  she  put  away. 

What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength, 
And  ban,  and  brawl,  and  say  the  8  nay; — 
Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length, 
When  craft  hath  taught  her  thus  to  say  : — 

'  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 

la   faith,  you  had  not  had  it  then. 

The  wiles  and  guiles  that  women  work, 
Dissembled  with  an  outward  show, 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk, 
'The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  foil  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  fur  naught' 

Think,  women  love  to  match  with  men. 
And  not  to  live  bo  like  a  saint : 
Here  is  no  heaven ;   they  holy  then 
Begin,  when  age  doth  them  attaint. 
W"ere  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed. 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 
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,  IfW.  *  to  10 
"•£'.  (i  lo  11 
ii.  161,  6  10  9 


Churlishn. 
Clarences 


.erence  paid  lo,  xir.  16. 19  to  55 

ipiojcd.  vii.  sao,  i6  to  w.  id.  sag,  3  to  a 

■iptiQti  of  one,  ii.  293,  13  W  16 


itode  during  the  absence  of  Antony,  lii. 
le  down  the  Cydnus  described,  iii.  43, 

,M 

to  power  ol  pleasing,  xii.  45,  7  to  12 
mot'  her  supposed  denth,  lii.  IL'tJ.  S5  to 

ctiona  on  the  death  of  Antony,  iii.  i3S, 

m,  nnd   description  of  Antony,  iii.  M4, 

endants  on  applying  'lie 

us  in  the  uoitB,  ii.  173, 10 

to  p.  174,  I.  25 
Commanding  beauty,  iii.  180,  10  to  17 
Commendntiun,  a  lo»er's,  iii.  9,  SI  to  14 
Company,  contagion  of  mil,  vii.  6S,  11  to  16 
Compassion  and  cletneccy  snperior  lo  reeenge,  i.  BO,  16  (d  35 
Completion,  lilncV,  apulogy  for.  iii.  36,  36  to  p.  47,  1,  11 
Conduct  in  war  under-ruted  by  presumptuous  coinage,  i.3J, 

31  W  p.  31, 1. 13 
Confidence,  xi.  331,  13  to  IS 
Conscience,  guilty,  i.  66  6  to  10 
,  struggles  ot      i    'Vi.itaV 


death-bed  horrors  ofs 
■  murderer's  account  o 
contempt  of,  IX.  101,  2; 


o  15 


Consciousness  of  our  own  faults  should  iiic.lim 

i.  US,  1?  to  ts 
Consideration,  vii.  2P0,  17  to  30 

Consolation  under  banishment,  vi.  257.  23  to  p.  258, 1. 11 
i.o.ispirauy,  dreudful  till  eiecuted,  jci.  310,  13  to  19 

,  Urutua'a  apostrophe  to,  li.  311,  G  to  lfl 

Conspirator,  circumlocution  of,  vi.  17S,  25  to  p.  173, 1.  11 

CoiiHroplation,  iralom,  described,  is.  99,  24  to  p.  100, 1,  3 

Cuntenl.  riii.  339,  33  to  p.  340,  1.  3.  iiv.  22*.  6  to  15 

Contention,  Tli.  146,  S  to  4 

Continence,  i.  67,  30  to  p.  6B,  I.  3 

Contrast   between  a  melancholy  and  cheerful  man,  iii.7,CtJ 

p,  9, 1. 16 
Conversation,  iii.  2tt7,  9  10  13.  vi,  2(15,  1  to  4 
Conrersion,  iv.  329,  7  to  9 
Cordelia's  grief  ut  the   Ingratitude  of  her  sisters,   liii.  ISA 

20  to  p.  136, 1.  10 
Coriolanus,   an  imagitinrive   desrnption  of  his  warlike  ardor, 
1-137,  11  toS.i 

— ,  his  character,  ii.  143,  25  to  p.  144. 1.  3.   ib.  201, 


— ,  his  abhori 

is  detestation  of 
1.8 


■[■  «;it 


is  prayitr  for  his  son, 
Correction  suspended,  iii.  236,  32 
Covetousuess,  it.  72,  9  to  14 
Counsel  of  no  weight  in  misery,  iv.  2(14,  23 
Countenance,  guilty,  viii.  203.  18.  19 

,  benign,  ii.  9.  21  to  p.  10,  I.  1 

Country,  in  oppressed  one,  vi.  90,  5  to  14 

Courage,  vi.  134,  16  to  18 

Court  beauty,  ii.  68,  1C  to  20 

Courtier,  a  conceited  one,  ii*.  2S3,  19  to  p. ! 

,  character  of  a  noble,  ».  1*,  24  to  [ 


f,  ii.  210,  23  top.  211. 
!ur,ii.21B,18top.SlB, 
961,  13  to  IS 


>.  205.  1.  IS 
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Coortier.  humorous  ussnniption  of,  vol.  r.  p 

(sAunt 

18 

,  description  of  nnnicnl,  vii.3i.18t 

Courtship,  honest,  t  336,  2*  to  p.  337,  1.  1 

Coward,  v.  11,  16  to  « 

Ccwirdice  and  perjury,  vi.  160,  S4  to  p.  1G1, 

15 

reproved,  ii.  148,  12  lo  23 

Cowardly  braggart,  iv.  13,  U  to  11 

Coicimlia,  xir.  168.  9  to  IS 

Cranmer,  Lie  prophecy  respectiug  (Jut-en  E; 

13  to  p.  30S,  1.  IS 

Cressida,  description  of,  i. 112,  9  lo  17 

Cronn,  reflections  on  a,  vii.  246,  8  (o  16 

,  ibu  transports  of  a,  riii.  193, 11  to  IS 

Croeltv,  dissuasives  from  tiercising,  ji.  3l5, 

*  to  ir> 

Crusade,  intended,  vii.  B,  8  to  17 

Cur,  humorous  description  of  one,  i.  176.  15  t 

p.  177,  1. 

Customs,  new  ones  lolloped,  it.  196,  6  to  B 

Dalliance,  unseasonable,  lir.  '209,  37  to  p.  210. 1.  15 
Danger,  e3cnpe  from,  iv.  9,  19  to  p.  10.  I.  S 

lakes  hold  of  any  support,  li.  180,4.5 

,  personified,  ii.  3i3,  13  to  26 

Di.ngerous  enterprise,  vii.  27,  19  to  34 

Darkness,  its  effect  on  the  faculty  of  hearing,  iii.  168,  li  I- 


Daughter,  a  father's  commendation  of  a, 
D»ybreak,  iii.  177.  6  to  9.  iv.  223,  IB  I, 

ii.  152,  1.  1 
■>ead  friends  most  highly  appreciated,  v 
Death,  unprepared,  ii.  16d,  13  to  p.  167, 


7.  IS  to  IS 

,    viii.32H  6  tu  4 

j,  19.  SO 


terrors  of,  ii.  IBS,  16  to  p.  187,  I.  5 
aposlrophe  to,  vi.  175,  H  in  p.  176,  1 
approach  of,  vi.  223,  16  to  20 
arguments  agninst  lli-  fi-nr  of.  si.  32 


3UJP 


Dying  in  the  sight  of  n  helared  misl 


iup,  himself  to  his  fall 


f.leE. 

m  Bonpltmant  to  * 

lady.iii. 

310,  te 

to  -.'l 

Kloqi 

mtM  and  beauty  in 

ii.  lit, 

610 

10 

Moq, 

lent  lover,  x».S50, 

8  to  14 

Emm 

10ns,  i-(jnl]ii-lirii,  v. 

380,  l?t. 

.10 

mil,  deicriptiou  of, 

v,.  13*,  6 

tola 

invincible  if  unanimous, 

vi.  SIR 

,  10  1 

5  16 

pathetically  demribwl,  ' 

i.W4vi 

Hot 

.  ati, 

,  apostrophe  to, 

vi.  29?, 

II  U    p 

\:W. 

1.  10. 

Eogli 

sh  curiosity,  satire 

on, i  43, 

26  to  p. 

4-1,1 

4 

-army  described. 

ri.  133, 2 

11  top. 

134,  1 

dracripli. 

1.3 

,  miserable 

(■lojuyment,  frequency  of.  moderates  pleasure,  *v.  509,  4  ti 

15 
TnTy,  ii.  155, 15  to  ZS.  ii.  3*7.  26  to  p.  S2B,  1. 1 
Equanimity,  lii.  !59, 1  to  10 
Krening,  a  fine  one,  it.  148,  S3  to  p.  149, 1. 1 
Eyili,  the  remedy  of  ilwro  generally  in  otirsnlves,  v.  15,  S7  tc 

p.  16, 1, 10 

,  good  to  be  extracted  from,  vii.  361,  S3  to  p.  361,  (.6 

Eipedition,  what,  Ix.  119,  13  10  17 

Exterior,  plausible,  ir.  11,  4  to  8 

Eyes,  women'!,  iii.  285, 16  to  20 

,  harmless,  iv.  309,  5  10  p.  310,  I.  3 


FainM  snd  magic,  i 


1,3  to  SO 


irteaios,  vol.  iii.  page  139,  line  9<)  In  puge  1 
fallen  greatness,  «'•    169.  3  10  5 
Falstuff,  IiU  Itiuminms  ilBscriution  of  liia  regimom 

14  to  p.  LOS,  i.M 
F»lstiiff "i  Offtechisu,  vii.  Ho.  7  to  90 
Fame,  ill  deeds  often  done  for  the  sake  of.  111.  W,  I 
fancy,  sonnet  on,  iii.  SI,  IB  lo  34 
Fashion,  influence  of,  v.  33,  3  to  6 
Futber.  authority  of  one,  iii.  193,  10  to  14 
,  lamenting  his  daughter's  infamy,  IT.  193.  U 


— ,  fondn-ssofone  fur  his 
,  the  beat  gueat  at  bis 

p.  34a.  i 


a  nuptial 


,-.,U?.   J3  ti 


o  p.  170,  I.  K 


in  of  one  on  the  murder  of  a  favorite  child,  vil 

304,  S  to  p.  305,  I.  6 

.  linger  of  one,  liii.  14,  3  to  14 

,  the  enrse  of  one  on  his  child,  liii.  43.  11  to  '.'.; 

Faults  ol  others  no  jirst'licsmon  of  our  own,  ii.  lie,  S  (o  16 
Favorites  compared  to  honeysuckles,  iv,  Ifco,  3  to  6 
Female  friendship,  iii.  iii'.i,  3 
Ferdinand,  his  ^nninii,,- .,1 
nnd  Miranda,  ini 

to  p.  54.  I.  14 
Fickleness,  ii.  Ml,  «  to  98 
Fitcher,  unskilful,  ii.  93.  5.  6 
Filial  ingratitude,  xiii.  4;.  17  to  19 
Flattery  prevalent  with  women,  i.  1.50.  3  to  6 

man,  reflections  on,  iiv.  87,  SI 


,  i-SO.T 


Fleet  aeuiri 


1.  88,  I. 


,  of.  t 


.  359.  is  to  p.  a 


11  to  p.  377,1.  21 

,  his  liberty  of  speech,  iv.  £77,  99  to  p.  978.  I.  IB 

Fool  h^irtlints*.  iii.  3d2,  1  to  4 
Foreboding,  gloomy,  xiii.  193,  8  to  13 
Forgiveness,  mutual,  the  ditty  of,  ii.  166,  1  ro  8 

n.  the  crime  of,  equal  to  murder,  ii.  173,  S  to  15 


»,  6.  7 


t    ciip.-puiiuu- 
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hortune.  vol.  in,  pa. 

;e  •*•.  line  4  to  8 

,  imperi'ectio 

not' good,  vii.  8*i.  19 

toS4 

judgment*.  1. 130,  U 

iu  S3,  iii.  97,  94  ta 

p.  96,  i.  a 

Fortune-teller,  desc 

ripti'm  of  a  beg^nrly  c 

ne,  ii.  329.  3  loll 

Friend,  ■  forsaken  o 

ne,  g.XSB.  13  to  SO 

ilietlds,  parting  of, 

ii.49,  m  to  p.  .Ml,  1.3 

Friendship,   generoi 

is.  iii.  W,  10  to  p.  l 

i,  1.  SO.  ii.  Ii,  16  CO 

p.  75,  1.  10 

ot  to  be  eipected.  iv. 

141,  18  to  S3 

ir.SSB,  18  top.  259.  1 
.  si.  W8.S1  top.  wy. 

\  coai0laB 

1.5 

ii.  £34,  11  to  p.  £35, : 

..5 

Frost,  iii.  SSI.  4.  S 

Fury  eipels  fear,  xi 

i.  105,  SO  to  p.  106, 1. 

' 

Garden  scene  in   It 

omeo  «nd  Juliet,  iii 

i.  803,  10  to  p.  til. 

Garland  for  old  men 

,  v.  333,  17  to  SI 

for  middle  age,  r.  3Si,  3  to  B 

for  youth,  r. 

335.  13  to  p. 336, 1.  4 

. 

Gentleman,  an  acco 

nplished  young  one,  i 

.  IS?, 7  to  IS 

ascription  of,  iii.  308, 

1  to  20 

Ghost,  description 

I  dream,  t.  316,  7  lo 

p.  317, 1.  S 

vanishing  at 

the  crowing  of  a  cock, 

iir.  16,  8  to  17 

Glory  described,  vii 

i.  SO.  16  to  18 

Gloster,   duchess  of.   her  remonstrance  t 

i  her  busbiind  when 

cb,  viii.  181,  13  to  p.: 

183.  1.  t 

,  earl  of.   his 

farewell  to   the   world,   xiii.   1SS.  W  lo 

p.  183,  1.  6 

God,  Ins  bleating*  b 

viii.  16ft,  1*.  15 

— ,  gnodnes*  of,  ■' 

viii.  166,  13.  14 

Gnila,  justice  of  the. 

liii.  151,16.  «7 

Gold,   reflections   ui 

i,   vii.  SMS,   8  to  S3. 

r.  «3l,  10  lo  p.  83S 

1.  8.  ii.  MT, 

7to  19 

Good  women,  acrcil 

;j  of,  v.  S3,  9  to  13 

things,  instability  of,  vii.  IBt,  13  to 

-lii'udod.  iii.'Jia,  o.  10 

.no,  ii.  143,7  to  SI.  ib 

.  146.  25  lo** 

,  an  upright  one  defined,  ii.  911, 

16  to  p.SU,  1. 1 
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Grmtidoms.  affection  of,  vol. 

i.  page  133,  line  3  to  6 

e   in   mi  old   serve 

IT.  164,83  lop.  S67 

1.24 

GlBVfl. 

ranqiiillityoftbe,  i 

£84,  8  to  13 

Cim.Lla 

eavy  uod*.  Ji.BI,  11  lo  17 

Grant 

,  affncte.l,  iii.  m,  S5 

Greatnwa  .subject  to  censor 

ii.  •!!)?,  1  tuli 

-,  fulling  described. 

*.  tit,  H  to  19 

-,  contemptible   wh 

a  on   ilia   decline,  i,  84 

6   tc 

-.  departing,  xii.  12. 

5.6 

Uriel,  tokens 

9 

igniiyof,  »i.  158,  M 

Sti 

ature  or,  Ti.  pj.  21 
eul.iiT.au,  15to«S 

— ',  ' 

.r !-.-!  -.r.-_  [o  be  su 

pressed,  iiv.ei,l  to  » 

.  useless,  xiv.207,  IB 

Dl5 

Griefi, 

His  greater  destroy 

the  less,  rii.  151,  P  to  p.   153 

Guilty 

pursuits,  [he  folly  of 

*t.75,  lOtolfi 

fliunle 

his  soliloquy  on  his 

mother's  marriage,  lir.  25 

.  18  tc 

p.  23, 1.  33 



his  speech  al  the 
xiv.  3d,  5  to  S3 

ppearanco  of  hia  filher'a 

ghoat, 



snd   the  Ruost,  seen 
1.6 

e  between,  liv.  38,  SO  tc 

p.  43, 



Lis  mad  demeanor, 
to  p.  SI,  1.  SI 

iescribed  by  Ophelia,  liv 

50.  17 

his  reHoctinna  on  the  player  and  himself,  .iv 

74,30 

to  p.  77, 1.  6 

his  inflections  on  death,  xii,  80,  2  to  p.  81,  1. 1 



Ins  in  si  ructions  to 
1.8 

107.8 

lop.  116.1.  16 

.  1S5,  8  to  p.  1S6, 1. 18 

he   churchyard,    liv.  150,  8  » 

p.  156, 1.  8 

Lunge 

on.  description  of  o 

e.  iv.  124,  *0  lo  U 

Ilu.,gi, 

;.  advimt.icus  of,  iii 

S94,  Id  to  p.  S95.  1. 3 

Ingrutitu  Je  of  fulae  friend*  exemplified,  vol.  i 


i  eLoquemv,  v.  '.'!■>.;.   10.  1 


s-ililft  lliiiii  new,  ii.MS.6h 


Juitice,  lord  chief,  ha  ei 


ritli  Henri  V.  ivtaoa  fca 


■r  compared  to,  i.  B,  21  to  i:t 


.271    19  la  p.  179. 


ililoijuy,   with   iUmJet'i 


Knights  of  iu 


■I  of,  1 


ii.  78,  25  lop.  70, 1.  * 
SIM,  1  to  3 


Lnbor  in  vnin,  vii.  369,  17  10  19.  v 

Lady,  address  to  .  religious,  ii.  143,  15  to  18 

,  n  complete  one.  vi.  143,  5  to  1U 

Lnmenlatiom,  ii.  144,9*1  11 

over  Imogen  suppoaeil  to  be  dead,  lii.  5tJi.  43 

to  p.  rea,  l.  m 

Lavima  nl  her  lute,  I.  331,  13  to  S6 

,  the  Ions  of  her  toncue  described,  x.  325,  31  to  S3 

Laws,  neglected,  ii.  14.1.  15  to  VI 

l.eur,  on  the  ingratitude  of  bis  daughters,  liii.  76,  3  1o  17 

,  his  distress  in  [ha  storm  described,  xiii.  78.  8  to  SO 

and  his  companion:,  in  the  storm,  liii.  80,  SO  tu  p.  R4, 

1.1 

Phis  dislniclion  described,  xiii.  117,  SI  top.  1  IB.  1.3 
bis  reflections  on  his  former  flatterers,  liii.  125,  'it  to 
p.  1S6,  1.  9 
and  Uotdeli.,  scene   between,  xiii.  136,  IS  to  }..  138, 
1.6 

,  hia  address  to  Cordelia  when  taken  prisoner,  xii..  144. 

6  to  tO 

,  his  affliction  for  the  loss  of  Cordelia,  and  death,  xiii. 

155,  19  to  p,  UB,  I.  16 
Ltar,  deserved  treatment  of  a,  v.  53.  S3  to  25 
Liberty  indulged,  consequence  of.  ii.  141.  J5  to  p.  1«.  I.  4 

,  spirit  of,  ii.  30-1.  18  to  p.  30.%  1.  ■* 

Licentiousness  the  consequence  of  uneiecuted  laws,  ii.  lift. 

17  to  p.  146.  I.'.! 
LiTe,  reflections  on  the  vanity  of,  ii.  181,  IS  to  p.  183.  1  41 

,  recluse  described,  iii.  134.  6  to  17 

checkered,  v.  94.  SS  to  26 

.  natural  desire  of,  V.  260.  SI  \o  p.  Sfil,  1.  4 

,  reflections  on.  vi,  104.  9  to  18 

demands  active  virtue,  vii.  ISO.  4  to  7 

- — .the  vicissitudes  of.   puthelicully  delineated,  it.  MO.  Ii 
to  p.  (61, 1.  9 
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Life,  loathed,  »nl 

iii.  pnep  110, 

in*  i«to  1.1 

ffew,  xfil.TS 

Kf  M  '.'" 

Ugh 

i tor. 

.76,  7,8 

Lion 

illustration 

f  a  furious  on 

a.  viii.  296.  9  to  11 

acitv.iii.  11 

i.  10a,  5  lo  13 

fro  ward  imd  diMemhling, 

an  April  day. 

.119,  i  to  4 

contempt  of 

punished,  i.  134,  VI  Id  p.  135, 1.  9 

b,  i.  137,  15  to  17 

increased  b, 

upprese  il,  i.  143,  3 

i.  nil.  y  io  11 

uureturned. 

.  190, 4  to  7 

puty.  ii.  173, 

3  to  p.  174,  1.  lfi 

day  in  April,  iii. 

16 
— ,  trueeTW  crossed,  iii.  1?6,  IB  to  p.  137, 1.  8 
-—,  mutability  nr.  iii.  130,  IStoH 

in  idleness,  iii.  141.  18  tu  p.  1«,  1.  It 

,  omnipotence  of,  iii.  3:11.  Iii  to  p.  '-'36,  I.  10 

,  humorous  description  i>f,  iii.  254.  17  to  p  B55,  !. 

,  tti*  power  of,  iii.  28-1,  20  lo  p.  285.  1.  SO 

,  effects  of.  iii.  327,  22  in  p.  328, 1.  IS 

,  trial  of.  iii.  329,  18  lo  p.  330,  1.4 

.  indications  of  true,  It.  49,  6  to  11.  r.  33B.  4  lo  9 

,  concealed,  i 

,  progress  of,  iv.  335,  3  tri 

,  description  of  true,  iv.  337.  3  to  18 

.it  6rsi  sight,  t.  158,  1  to  17 

cemented   hy   prosperity,   bul  loosened  hy  adiersity,  T 

33.i.  lli  to  18 
-  exhitmod  in  a  brave  young  soldier,  x.  9,  C  to  IT.  it.  11, 


64.  1 
.300,  II 


o«4 


)loS5 

tutcy  in  protested,  i.  79, 11  u 


I,  80,  1.  9 
B9,  »  to  p.  90,  1.  9 


-  the  nobleness  of  life,  i 


heridds  of,  vr>],  ^iii.  pn^ 

SH,  Line?  toll 

ago  of  Othello,  sir.  IN,  IB 

p.  iyj, 1. 1 

pterniiy  nf,  it.  213,  1  to 

.  ii.SI7.lilo  p.  318,1.10 

.assertion*  of  one,  i.S7. 

6  to  i:l,  (1,,  68,  a  lo  13 

-.  ii  fiilthfolniid  consMnl 

ne,  i,  145.  7  to  10 

-,  UT 1  i ■  1     of    ODD    Bt    lil-    bii 

niahmsut,  i.  15S.24  lo  p   15 

1.  16 

-,  in  solitude,  i.  IRS,  131 

24 

: 


:o  SO 
-,  Itis  thoughts  compared  to  the 

— ,  description  of,  iv.  S69, 12  to  SI.  id.  S99, 16  to  S7 
-,  coroniendntioii  ol'one,  v.  336.  ir 
-,  exclumitioa  of  one,  v.  3*i   16  lo  SS 


1.7 


IXJWCtlBJ    OI 

:eofone 


rib*'.!, 


i.  237,  St  to  p.  S38. 1.  ( 


■,  his  perpetration  of  the  minder  of  Duncan,  it 
sequent  icrae  with  liU  wile,  vi,  33,  3  lo  p.  38, 
-.  his  fours  of  Ilnnqoo.  vi.  50,  10  To  p.  51,  1.  B 

to  p.  57.  1.  B 

confusion  and  terror  at  tbe  banquet,  vi 

55, 1.  IS 

,  her  soliloquy  on  the  ne«-s  of  Punca 

n,  vi.93,  Bio  35 

-,  her  cruel  intrepidity  depicted,  vi.  t 


■   74, 
B.S1 


MsedutT.  hia  nfflictioi 


i.  pnge  B9.  lini 


pfhis 


t.  line  2S 


M»sniio 


s,  mpiWIicnl, 

-,  oecaaJonttl  by  prison,  vi.  494,  «  to  p.  SS5,  h 

-,  symptimis  of,  liv.  1*7,  t  to  11 

imily.  frnwlc,  it.  1*7,  3  to  p.  178,  I,  3 

,  einmpli-  of,  li.  175.  3  to  8 

Maidens,  tlieir  prayers  ettm  tun!,  ii.  I.*),  16  to  ?0 
Uahalm,  liia  tu.pinioui  of  Mac.Jutf.  ...d  false  ctw 

l.imself,  vi.BS,  5*  lop.  88,  I.  *0 
Malediction,  U.»3.8t»U 


u 

iclotii  men 

■.".' 

20  toSS 

M 

description  of. 

150. 

-,  tliree  (hi 
-,  Rescript 

S* 

n  In 

n  disliked  by  fe 

An, 

')  i 

wry,  lit,  *»,S 

11,9 

toSB 

1.  16 

IM-ihlmmi  ilelfri'iratcil. 

r.tne,  17  toil 

u 

a;o,  w>  to  p.  K 

.1.* 

N 

rpiret,  Qu 

Ijer 

speech   before   tho  battle  of  Towket- 

bury. 

404 

18  lop.  403,  1.6 
ueen    Klimbelh 
ii.  1«S,  1J  TO  p 

on  ll 
rM,  1 

e   fmnlmnm  of 
M5 

hetp 

>i>! 

H 

ItEngi  «n<e 

T 

gon 

ihe.  it.  347.  t  t 

7 

I,  wilful,  vol.  liii.  page  77.  line  1*  to  14 
re),  frequently  nitstuken,  ii.  njS,  S.  6 

,  quality  of,  iii.  88,  S4  to  p.  89,  1,  11 


Mer 


1.1 


iatcb  for  tlie  coprico  of  fori 


-  -  always  modest,  iv.  158,  5.  6 
Messenger  in  haste  described,  vii.  147,  8  to  90 

with  ill  news,  vii.  148,  10  to  p.  ISO,  1, 1 

Midnight,  iii.  207,  TO.  liv.  101,  26  to  p.  102,  1.  3 
M :  i.i!.  lowliness  of,  ii.  176,  19  to  32 

(lone  valuable,  t.  SS7,  30  to  p.  S2B,  1,  3 

,  its  diseases  incurable,  *i.  11*1,  7  to  14 

Mirth  displeasing  to  melanc  holv  minds,  iv,  IK,  15  ti 
Misanthropy,  I.  232,  SO  to  22,  in.  163,  3  10  59 
Miser  compared  to  a  whale,  ii.  :11,  9  to  l.i 


Mi» 


— ,  moral  ad  vantages 


■,,l,-i.. 


i.  131,  ■' 


»,  18  it 


Mob,  ii 

,  instability  of,  viii.  SMI,  22  to  p.  341,  1.  4,  ii.  1KB,  0  U 

p.  1S9,  1.3 
Modesty  in  youlh,  iv.  ST50,  15  to  35 
Moon.  iii.  1S9, 18  to  20 

Moonlight  night,  iii.  103,  9  to  30.  ifc.  106,  8  to  |0 
Morning,  descripiion  of,  vili.  307,  4  to  7.  xiv.  1-i,  97.  SB 
Mother,  fondness  of  one  for  a  beautiful  child,  VI,  137, 16  !« 

p,  MB,  1.  10 

,  ravings  of  one,  vi.  176,  31  to  p.  177,  I.  8 

,  grief  of  one  for  the  loss  of  her  ion,  ri.  177,  25  M 

p.  178. 1.  27 


Murder.! 
Muse,  it 


Option  of,   Is,  117,  7  to 

J,  24  to  p.  191, 1. » 


ural,  i.M,  17  to  53 


.  line  S3  lo  p-i£*6». 


nrar  of.  iii.  HO.  S 


s.  nil  to  [lie,  i.  79. 18  K 


join.  nii.SH.  i 

,  r. 333,  KM  p.  3H,  I.  so 


Ncnbaaran,  »i.  ito.  ia  Is  p.  it*.  1.  is 


i.  VX.  3  to  8t  Tiii.  ?W.  W  to  p. W 


3(15,  10  to  p.  370,  L  23 


Oiitbs,  wlmt  trust  to  be  placed  oi 


unnradi  iii.  Bi,  is  ro 


i,  fiilible.  i».*il,r  Ic 


-      11.   j.'0.    15  lo 

f  description   of,  li.  3iST.   18  to 


Othello.  Bib  upoliw  to  the  senate,  ml.  sir.  page  KH.  line  14 
to  page  106,  line  7 

bis  jealousy  excited.  liv.  253,  22  to  p.  270, 1.  14 
liia  story  of  the  handkerchief,  xi\:  273,  IU  to  p.  274, 
1.5 

bis  fondness.  jit.  388,  4  to  S2 
bis  confirmed  jeulousy,  nil.  291,  10  to  26 
his  pathetic  upbraiding  of  Desdemona,  liv.  294.  3 
to  p.  297,  1.  4 

his  murder  of  Dcsdemona,  and  subsequent  remorse 
mil  death,  liv.  515,  19  to  p.  332,  I.  d 
appearance  a  token  of  inward  worth,  iv.  11,  5  to  9 


—  punished,  i.  224,  17  to  p.  225,  1.  10 
iu  the  sanction  of  wickedness,  ii.  14G,  10  to 
-,  despair  of,  v.  313,  25  to  p.  314, 1.  4 
.tat  affection,  v.  2tiS,  IB  to  25.  viii.  316,  7  fc 


eo  favorable  to  lose,  iv.  132,  11  to  20 
-,  recommendation  of,  ri.  213,  16  to  S) 
-  after  a  civil  war,  Wi.  7.  8  to  p.  8, 1,  a 


lege.  ' 


015 


I'edler,  humorous  description  of  one,  v.  339,  15  toSS 
People,  Brat  us 'a  address  to  the,  after  the  murder  of  Ctiir, 

xi.  313,  25  to  p.  943, 1.  8 
Perception,  imperfection  of  human,  nil.  192, 18  to  S4 
Percy,   lady,  her  speech   lo  her  husband,  vii.  43,  J  to  p.  44, 


1.6 


Perfection  i 


.additj 

.,  extent  ofhuman,  I 


vi.  188,  1 


JOS  INDEX. 

line  9  to  pige  £09,  line  4 

I'.tshtkiI  i  harms  neglected  mid  lost,  i. 

I'Htition,  a  tender  one,  uad  reply,  iv.  •■! 

wire,  v.  shi,  23  to  ,)'. '.-.'-1.  1.  '.M 
Philosophy,  n  (hepberd's. 


Pityc 


;.  1.19,  A 


— — of  doing  irood,  x. 1U1,  7  to  M5 

Poetry,  its  inftuenre  on  females,  i.  IM,  8  to 
Popular  favor,  method  to  gum.  xi.  209,  6  to 
Popularity,  dislike  of,  ii.  1.36,  7  to  19 


1.5.  i 


d  s>3.  li.  166.  1 
to  p.  £99, 1 


8  to  16.  in.  J9B,  98  K 
i,  her  suitors,  iii.  46,  '.'Stop. 
-,  ber  picture  described,  iii.  64,  II  to  94 
-,  commend ntioo  of,  iii.  80,  IS  to  S3 
-,  wife  to  Brutus,  her  pathetic  address  to  Iter  hn 

xi.  317. 19  to  p.  318, 1. 14 
ssi'on  mors  hiripiml  than  pup  [.elation,  iii.  '15.  11  to 


of,  ii 


1, 15  to 


.  vanity  of.  vi.  397,  IB  to  p.  s>98,  1.  27 

Praiiie  and  censure  humorously  cootrssled,  i\ 
Precept*  against  the  vicissitudes  of  forlun 


'recipf  ration,  iii.  162,  S*  to  p 

163, 1. 1 

•rafarment,  xiv.  167,  *  to  3 

rejudice,  nature  of.  xiv.  35 

15  toffl 

'resents  prevail  with  women 

i.  149, 16 

lightly  regarded  by 

real  lover 

Presumption,  v.  37,  6  to  10 
Pride,  example  of.  ii.  178,  13  to  19 

cures  pride,  i.  B3,  It  to  1 

Prodigality,  example  of,  i.  186,  6  to  15 

Prodigies  ridiculed,  vii.  6B,  16  to  p.  70, 1.S4 

detailed  by  Calphuniia,  xi.  3W.  «  t3  p.  WJ,  l« 


i.  16,  t 


k.  S.t5,  5 


10,1.7 

.ta  justics,  liii.  109,  15  toil 

a  actions,  xir.  ISO,  IS  to  p.  161, 1.  1 
ed,  tii.  165,  19  to  p.  166.  1.  11 
iription  of  himself,  iii.  KIT,  10  to  2* 

openaity  to,  liii.  SS9,  9  to  p.  230,  1. 


— ,  resolutions  nf,  vii.  87,  1  to  7 

Reproof,  ill-timed,  i.  33,  14  to  17 

ofan  unfaithful  husband,  ii.  290.  21  top. 

Reputation,  weight  of  esnibliahed,  it.  179,  51  to  u. 

,  apolleaa,  vi.  2.12,  13  to  15 

viii.  IB7,  19.20 


ii,  l.W,  ] 


to  16 


lleapect,  raciest,  : 


MS  INDEX. 

ItaUtiMion,  W*.  iii.  tin*  8*.  line  54  "  P«SB  85, 
Retirement,  attachment  lo,  ii.  145,  5  to  8 

,  timely,  v.  IB,  S.i  to  p.  13, 1.  13 

Retribution,  riEbipous,  U.  146,  a  to  6 
Retrospection, *ad,  xv.  1(15,  t\  10  p.  166,  1.  12 


liable. 


i   16.  ■ 


'J6,ii  W 


:.  1(IS,  9  to  15 


_ — ,  personified,  addrt-ss  (c 

Rarefies  of  fortuue,  anK?r  causa' 

Rbjmets  ridiculed,  vii.  73.  16  to  S* 

Richard  111.  bis  reflections  on  bin  ehnncea  of  success,  tiii 
S4B,  6  to  p,  350,  I.  IT 

s  qii  tba  birth  of,  Tiii.  410,  1  to  11 

ua!  determination,  ii,  7,  8  (o  p.  B,  I.  20 

reteiided  love  for  lady  Anne,  ix.  £0,  fS  to 


.,  bis  ironical  c. 
,  3  to  p.  35,  1.  13 
-,  bit  \r.  | ■■■;■  i -■■.■ .  ii 
-,  character  of,  h 


ti  person,  i 


i  the  night  preceding  tiia  buttle  of 

,  12  to  p.  157, 1. 1* 

0  bis  urmy,  ix,  161,  Hlop.  169, 

oraee,  ix.  164,  4  to  10 

jet,  ix.  152,  S5to  p.  153, 1.  6 

Iress  to  his  nnny,    ii.  158,  tl  U 

inble  one,  x.  316,  3  to  7 
ninence,  xii.  112,  II,  13 
s  eulofium  of,  iii,  138, 15 


Romeo's  dtspair  on  his  banishment,  : 


jp.ltff, 
343,  33  to  p.  130, 
:th  the  apofhecirj. 
d  death,  riii.  187 


Sarciiam,  poignuncy  of,  iv.  1*3,  V  to  p,  147,  I.  IB 
Satire,  apology  for,  iv.  JT78.  19  to  p.  «79,  1.  « 
Siitirist,  description  of  a  dull,  iv.  1*3,  S  to  10 
Say,  lord,  Lis  tpolosy  lor  himself,  viii.  S44,  3  to  13 
Schoolboy  simplicity,  ir.  116,  10  to  11 
Scorn  re  tort  fid,  iv.  310,  8  to  p.  311,  I.  11 

:,  iii.  105.  7  to  15 


Sediti 
Sednc 


Sell- 


B  lender 


of,  v.  85.  t 


0  13 

:o  i* 


.  68, 8  to 

Dnceit,  humorous,  v,  363.  J5  to  37 

Horest  pnllUtes  fmiltL.  il.  11B,B  to  10 
powerful  effects  of,  vi.  154,  16  tt 


l.S.i.  I.  ; 


Senses  returning,  i, 

Sensibility,  oUoaatteM  of,  i    K»,  If  to  17 

Service,  faithful,  ».  873, 7  to  Jl 

Shallow,  justice,  humorous  character  of,  rii.  217,  6  to  p.  SIB. 

1. II.  ib.  35H,  t  to  36 
Shepherd,  character  of  in  honest  and  simple  one,  iv.  VltH,  4 

to  8 
Shepherd's  life,  (be  blessing*  of,  contrasted  with  regal  state, 

i.'2S.  33  to  p.  34,  I.JO 


-,  bis  ii 
i.s 


daughter,  iii.  ,16,  S  tt 
— ,  bisintleiibililY,  iii.tti,  1  t.jJB 
Siege,  terrors  of  a.  vi.  140,  1  to  p.  143. 1.  5 
Silence,  jocose  satire  on,  iii.  11,  23.  33 
Simplicity  and  duty,  iii.  196, 1  to  Ifl 

,  rural,  t.  $10,  1  to  5 

Singing,  bid,  iv.  157,  16  (o  30 
Sips,  compelled,  ii,  175,  M,  3S 
Slander,  not  to  be  removed,  ii.  Hi  J,  wit  Si 


,  Mtii-MSS 


m.  o  »  p.  Kr. :.  3 
:..  j»a 
Lit.  sil  Mai.n.Li  if.fti?'«» 
ss.a  w«t 
it  JT>.  10  a.  » 
«*....  «.  *,  5 

,  rfwtan".  n.*a,  i-3 

3m  mir  ragi*,  n  :S1,  J.  :■» 

SpsmlatioK  witr  riua  jtngigi^  SL  Li.  <  «  I? 

•Hlliiihhift.|i   ii (Till I II    i     r     i    f      i    I     '   1-   Til  M 

■     m.  S3*.  ?*  n.  B.  306,  L  ■ 
l.  SS3.  Lis-  i».33*.L»l 

r.UHar.1 

. 

StwI-r.  rwit*  « .  iii.  SO.  It  to  ao 

Stmw  M  (qiiii  M  nr  bap**.  1.  26.  17  TO  S3 


Tempest  at  sea.  vol.  iir.  page  ';i6. 

ine  1  to  16 

313. 1.  4 

Tbanls,  beggarly,  i».  873,  9  to  13. 

i.  ..;--4,  13  to  15 

,  Talue  of.  i.  287,  3.  4 

1  hersiles  mimicing  Ajai,  i.  90,  tt 

o  p.  93, 1. 11 

Thoughts  ineffectual  to   moderate 

affliction,    vfc   358,    15  to 

H 

Tlireat,  xir.  237,  10  to  15 

'lime,  its  duration  variously  estiro 

1.4 
and  decay,  it.  156, 17  to  p.  JJ 

Med,  iv.  897,  10  to  p.  898, 

7,1.4.  id.  1511,  Btoll 

Tiraon,  his  alteration  of  the.  Aih 

ninns,  1.826,  6  to  p,  ff.T. 

1.84 

,  his   reflections   on  markm 

.    i.   230,    11    Id  p.   (fill. 

1.10 

,  his  instructions  to  Alcibia 

es,  i.  135,  13  to  p.  136 

,  bis  reflectinns  on  the  earth. 

1.238.  17  top.  839.  1,14 

,  his  discourse  with  Apema 

tus,  i.  339,  16  lop.  948, 

,  hit  advice  to  the  thieves,  i 

B48,  S4  to  p.  850, 1.8 

,  his  character  of  an  honest  a 

emird.  i.ai2.  5  to  20 

,  his  intended  monument,  a 

ad   final  curse,  *.  364,  | 

to  10 

Titles,  reflections  on  new  ones,  ii.  126,  54  lo  p.  128.  I 
Tool  in  office,  ii.  356,  17  to  p.  Hf|  1.  M 
Traitor,  challenge  offered  to  a,  riii.  150,  3  lo  14 
Transformation  of  heathen  deiLies  for  love,  i.  331,  14 
Transmigration  of  animids.  iDnttrMlbn  of.  iii.  86.  15  tc 


Tr.iv, 


md  study,  i 


'.  I.iv,  j 


Travelling,  advantages  of,  i.  103.  6  to  13.  i 


1.80 
16,  13  to 


i  made  formidable  by   the 


4,81  lop.  15,1.  .0 

,  16.  17 

..  of  their  subject!,  xi 


